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GLIMPSES 



OF 



Louis Taber's Life. 



Louis Taber's early home was in Starksborough, 
a small township in the northern part of Addison 
County, Vermont. It lies between the parallel 
ranges of the Green Mountains which, to the east 
and northeast rise to their greatest elevation in 
Camel's Hump and Mansfield Mountain, cutting 
oft* communication in that direction with the 
country. Westward the range is lower wherein 
there is, at that point, a narrow rocky pass through 
which access is obtained to the outer world. 

A wild mountain stream dashes down that rugged 
defile, leaving scant room for public travel and the 
mills in its way, which, from its inhospitable aspect 
has been called State's Prison. Once that hurry- 
ing torrent yielded its restless power to numerous 
water-wheels which were the motors of various 
milling interests that have passed away. Among 

them, at the west end, was a huge tilt-hammer, 
1* 
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kept in motion all day, whether its work was 
needed or not. Its owner stood at his forge fires 
near by, often turning to it and placing his hot 
iron on the rest to receive the ponderous strokes. 
At the east end of this pass, on the north side 
of the road, stood a small abode, known as the 
parsonage, having been constructed for that pur- 
pose. Within hearing of those turbulent waters 
and the busy traffic of those earlier days, in the 
autumn of 1811, Louis Taber, second son of Dr. B. 
and Phebe Taber, began this life. Thus his earli- 
est childhood was surrounded by scenes of rugged 
grandeur ; and when his thoughts aroused to con- 
sciousness, he loitered the hours away, dreaming 
over the placid pool south of his grandfather's door 
which was a short distance east of his home, watch- 
ing the finny tribes beneath, sporting among the 
mountain shadows, he was, in his own words : 

In doubt which most to love, 
That world below or this above. 

When going with an older brother to take the 
cows to pasture beyond the pass, they often lingered 
at the forge and tilt-hammer, to gaze out their 
youthful wonder at the " smith's sinewy art," or 
climbed up to the surface of a large flat rock to 
bask in the warmth of the morning sun and watch 
the travellers as they came and went 
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While still a small lad, his parents moved to 
Lincoln, a township located in the same valley, 
some miles south of Starksborough. He then dis- 
played his strong local attachment by refusing to 
go to the new home. He kept a little skillet, 
which composed his small store of household goods, 
and remained with his grandparents near his old 
home. After a time, an uncle persuaded him to 
visit his parents and brothers, when he decided to 
stay w T ith them. 

His father put up a commodious country resi- 
dence on a two-hundred-acre farm, and named his 
abode "Maple Grove." It is a spot of serene rural 
beaut}\ North there is a slight rise with a rocky 
expanse ; west a long ledging granite ridge with a 
fine chestnut grove; south, just in front, was the 
flower garden, then a wide meadow bordered on 
the south by a sugar orchard, at the entrance of 
which was a remarkable flow of water. It literally 
comes up out of the ground in continued ebulitions, 
in consequence of which it is called the " cold boil- 
ing spring." 

Maple sugar was one of the products of the farm, 
therefore the season for making it marked a dis- 
tinct period in the cycle of the year. The brothers 
gathered the sap in buckets which they carried by 
the aid of wooden yokes hollowed out so as to fit 
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across the shoulders, to which there were attached, 
at each end, hooks whereon the buckets, holding 
sixteen quarts, one on each side, were hung. A 
potash caldron of three barrels in capacity was used 
for boiling purposes. And, in a cabin near by it, 
the brothers rested during the intervals of work, 
frequently staying there over night and sometimes 
remaining several days in succession, their food 
being sent to them. 

There is much about a New England sugar 
orchard, as a maple forest is there termed, that is 
altogether distinct from one in Ohio. Generally 
few or no other trees are among them. The trees 
are slender and well formed, but not tall. The 
most exquisite and high colored mosses, with trail- 
ing arborvitse, cover the ground, while numerous 
little mounds, that look just like children's graves, 
mark the spot where trees had fallen in the long 
ago. When but a short distance in such an orch- 
ard, one feels far, far from the world, for the young 
growth is so thick as to limit the view to narrow 
bounds. Two and sometimes four thousand pounds 
of sugar a year have been made on that place. 

A short distance to the east, leading north and 
south, lay the public road, beyond which, on the 
eastern part of the farm, rose Mount Pleasant, a 
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slight elevation, from the summit of which all the 
township could be seen. 

In that home Benjamin and Phebe Taber reared 
their family of seven sons and two daughters. One 
son, James, died in his youth. The rest lived to 
build up homes of their own. The daughters, 
Sarah and Phebe L., remained in Vermont, the sons, 
Russel, Louis, Silas, David, Benjamin and Seman, 
ultimately all went west of the Mississippi, except- 
ing the subject of this sketch, who located in east- 
ern Ohio. He said that the zest belonging to those 
winters, with the sleighing and skating, could not 
be realized in a milder climate. 

In going to the Quarterly Meeting held at Peru, 
New York, Lake Champlain had to be crossed in 
winter on the ice. This was an event to the young 
life at Maple Grove which left its impress of deep 
delight. 

Scarcely a mile south stands the meeting-house, 
a frame building set together with wrought iron 
nails, two stories high, entered on the south by two 
doors. From the youths' galleries, as the up-stairs 
part is termed, one looks down upon the main part 
of the audience below. The partitions fold up- 
wards, the main part of which drops together by a 
joint where the ropes are attached, as an open book 
would when lifted at the back. Two staples pro- 
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trude from each side of the floor part of the main 
partition, these were used for the hooks in one side 
of a narrow table that had supports on the other 
side, and was used instead of a bier at funerals, 
which were always held in the meeting-house. 
This shelf or table was placed on one or the other 
side, as was requisite for the corpse of a man or 
woman, and could be viewed from each side with- 
out moving. The graveyard lay on the east, en- 
tered through an opening in a long line of horse- 
sheds. 

On First-days the house was mostly full; because 
no other religious denomination had a meeting 
located near, many not members, were usually 
present. 
As recorded ministers of New York Yearly Meet- 
ing, his parents sat head of those assemblies for 
years. His father travelled considerable in the 
cause of our faith ; but his mother was mostly oc- 
cupied in caring for her own vineyard. Her spirit 
of benevolence required her to give a home to many 
a homeless one, and her house was seldom without 
some such an inmate. She was a careful mother, 
and her sons turned to her memory as their moni- 
tor in after life. The needy went smiling from her 
door, and the sick were always remembered. Her 
life was shortened by that dread disease, cancer, 
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which caused her much intense suffering the last 
winter she lived. 

One morning, during that time, when her little 
grandson was brought in and laid on the bed be- 
side her, looking upon those innocent lips, she 
said: "My prayer and desire is, should he live to 
be a man, that he may be early blessed with the 
everlasting Gospel, and spread it as much as any 
of his forefathers." That petition and desire have 
been granted. That grandchild, in the full vigor of 
ardent manhood, has been instrumental in spread- 
ing the Gospel ; his highly gifted voice possesses 
great volume, calculated to hold the attention of 
large audiences. 

One bright First-day morning, she expressed a 
desire to attend meeting, which her son encouraged, 
saying, " thy cancer has never pained thee there." 
She went, and when they reached the meeting- 
house, the grounds were filled by an expectant 
throng, many there who had not been for years; 
they said, " It is so pleasant that we thought aunt 
Phebe," as she was called by the neighborhood, 
" would be out, and we wanted to see her once 
more." Her son helped her from the buggy and 
lead her to her seat, while Benjamin went to his. 
The people flocked in after their beloved shepherd- 
ess for the last time, and sat in grieving silence ; 
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for they knew they were nearing an irreparable 
loss. She arose and poured forth her soul in loving 
sympathy, admonition and counsel. A last sweet 
voiced farewell salutation, that printed itself upon 
the hearts of the hearers while their tears dampened 
the floor. 

• On returning from meeting she said: "Benja- 
min, I did not know what I was going for, but I 
soon found out when there. I don't think it will 
be required of me to go again." Many of her 
friends called on her that afternoon, which she was 
able to enjoy. She was spared twelve hours pain 
from her cancer, and had a good night's sleep. In 
the morning, speaking of her Gospel services the 
day previous, she remarked, "I have been well re- 
warded." 

. It was the last time she was out of her room. 
There were appointed unto her many, many long 
nights and weary days of anguish, wherein her 
own words, in one stanza of a poem to a relative, 
were verified : 

But resignation to the will 

Of Him who reigns above, 
Will pave the way for all events 

Bestowed on us in love. 

For she was enabled to journey on, in her afflicted 
path, calmly as though walking a " paved way." 
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When no longer able to leave her couch, her 
request to those faithful nurses, her daughters, was 
" keep me clean and sweet." 

From their distant homes her absent sons sought 
her bedside to receive a dying mother's blessing, 
for her maternal influence reached out after them, 
whithersoever they went. She always felt for and 
expressed to them her deep solicitude for their best 
welfare; as is evinced in an extract from a letter 
written to the subject of this sketch when he was 
at Providence Boarding School, Rhode Island, un- 
der date of — 

Lincoln, Vt., First Mo. 11th, 1836. 

Affectionate Son : — The most that induces me to 
write at this time, is because thou hast been the 
companion of my mind, much of the time, for 
weeks ; for what cause, or whether for auy, I know 
not. This I kuow, that I still feel, as I ever have, 
an earnest desire for thy preservation and estab- 
lishment in the ever blessed Truth. I am not in- 
sensible that thy present situation requires much 
of thy time to perform the duties entrusted to thy 
charge. My present engagement of mind is, that, 
amongst all the arts of literature, thou mayst not 
overlook the " still small voice." 

Towards the last her sufferings were excruciating, 
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three attendants were required about her bed, and 
three others to take turns with them. After she 
was gone, the following lines were indited to her. 
And the mountain winds were chanting to the 
breezes of summer when they laid that pain-tor- 
tured form to rest. 

TO PHEBE TABER. 



BY W. C. M. 



SAINTED SPIRIT ! rest and peace be thine ; 

Thou who so oft, in life's tempestuous day, 
Didst cheerfully thy carnal will resign, 
And learned thy Master's mandate to obey : 
No more in this dark valley dost thou roam ; 
Rest, child of earth, for Heaven is thy home. 

Rough was thy path through this vale of tears, 
But, ever thou leaned upon a sure Guide, 
Who soothed thy sorrow and stilled thy fears, 
Whilst onward passing through affliction's tide: 
He saved thy sinking soul with sovereign grace, 
Thy hope, thy refuge, and thy abiding place. 

How oft I've gazed into thy languid eye, 

When health's bright rose slowly forsook thy cheek, 

When weeping friends have heaved the quenchless sigh, 

Yet not one murmuring word thy lips would speak. 

Patient and lamb-like was that heart of thine; 

Thy cup was bitter, yet thou didst not repine. 
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When racking pain thy feeble body shook, 

And tears of anguish trembled in thine eye ; 

Oh, then ! how calm and placid was thy look, 

Thy faith was in thy God who dwells on high ; 

He clothed thee with the spirit of his Son, 

And gave thee strength to say : " Thy will be done." 

Thy trust was in thy God. 'Twas He who gave 
Thee strength to bear the burthen of the day, 
Then called thy spirit home with Him to live, 
And all thy pain and anguish fled away. 
An angel sweetness rested on thy brow, 
Why should we weep ! for thou art happy now. 

Thy place is vacant where we worship God, 
We hear thy feeble voice no more resound, 
Exhorting all to turn from error's road 
And seek a Saviour whilst he mav be found. 
Our loss is great, thou wert a friend to all ; 
A faithful watchman on our broken wall. 

But why repine ! 'Twas the will of Heaven, 
To call thee from this world of grief and pain, 
Thy labors closed, and thy reward is given. 
Farewell ! and may we meet thee yet again, 
When our frail bodies moulder in the tomb, 
In that blest land that's free from sin and gloom. 

Dr. Benjamin Taber was tall, slim and straight, 
with a head past the medium size. For forty years 
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wilderness of peaks, is seen Mt. Washington, in 
New Hampshire. Thus, with a turn of the head, 
when standing near the rocky base of the signal, 
one can look on three States. A scene whereon 
one can gaze a whole day, and yet turn with grieved 
and lingering glance to catch one more view, be- 
fore entering the dark fir forest that hides every 
thing from sight, when once started on the descent, 
which is very precipitous most of the way. 

The clouds curl about this eastern rampart of the 
valley, and the prelude of gathering storms are 
seen along the granite summits of that lofty line. 
There autumn is most lavish of her gems and, 
framed by the black green of mountain pines, the 
brilliancy of color seems to rival any fabled scene 
of oriental beauty. 

But, of all that is to be seen and felt in that 
home embowered among the mountains, nothing 
can compare with the night melody which, at times, 
in certain states of the atmosphere, fills all the 
valley. It seems to come down from the very stars, 
as if a choir of spirits were softly winging their 
way along the land, and all the air vibrating with 
their ethereal harmony. Then the aurora, as it 
flames and pales above the heights, adds its weird 
beauty to the sombre charms of night. The soul 
seems as if bathed in: a melodious sea which calms 
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every discordant feeling, and a living song arises 
from off' the altar of the heart, in thanksgiving for 
the blessing of an hour, kindred to the prelude of 
eternal joy. 

Such were the sounds and scenes which sur- 
rounded the departed when his soul first awakened 
to the solemn realities of life, and his young spirit 
took delight in the anthems of the mountain storms. 

When about sixteen years of age, he first taught 
school, which was his chosen vocation. At the age 
of twenty-one, he began to express his religious 
feelings in'his memoranda. 

Ninth Month 2nd, 1832. — I am to-day entering 
the twenty-second year of life. It is the most 
solemn period of my existence. I am humbled 
under the consideration of my transgressions, and 
look forward to my future life, trusting in the care 
of Omnipotence for my protection. I have en- 
deavored to devote myself more fully to the cause 
of my Redeemer. And it is now my desire to seek 
first the kingdom and its righteousness, believing 
all things needful may be added. 

Tenth Month 5th, 1832. — I have been renewedly 
tendered under a consideration of the dispensations 
of Divine goodness. I have had to reflect upon 
my many little omissions and misses. My mind 
has been deeply impressed with a fear that I may 
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vet have to stand as a watchman on the walls of 
Zion, and declare the goodness of God. It is my 
sincere prayer, that I may be found doing all to 
the glory of the great Giver of every good and 
perfect gift, in faith and resignation to his will, 
being assured that the afflictions of this life are 
overpaid by that "eternal weight of glory" which 
awaits the righteous. 

About five months since, I left home to teach a 
school in Lower Canada. Yesterday I returned, 
and was pleased and thankful again to meet friends 
and connections, and to find them all enjoying 
health. What a blessing is a parental roof ! How 
many and varied are the enjoyments of a family 
where piety abounds, and where the ruling princi- 
ple is love. The more we love God, the greater is 
our affection for each other. 

Some circumstances have transpired in my ab- 
sence which give me pain. Several deaths have 
occurred which I least expected. Men and things 
are constantly changing around us. Having been 
remote from the meetings of Friends, I have, in 
some degree, lost that spiritual fellowship I believe 
I once enjoyed. But often, in my lonely retreat, 
was my heart tendered and a secret prayer ascended 
to God for the prosperity of Zion and the enlarge- 
ments of her borders. The Unseen Hand has 
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guided my feet thus far through life. My time 
was passed innocently and happily. Am I suffi- 
ciently thankful for these blessings? 

On reviewing my covenant with God, my spirit 
has again been humbled ; and Oh, may I receive 
strength to walk more devotedly to Him who hath 
bought me with the price of his blood, and so be- 
come a useful member in the visible Church of 
Christ. 

The Yearly Meeting of New York which I have 
attended, was large, and graciously owned by the 
Great Head of the Church. The business of the 
meeting was transacted in much brotherly love. 
Excellent Epistles were read from all the Yearly 
Meetings of Friends. My heart was grateful for 
those spiritual blessings. After the storm is past, 
comes the calm sunshine of peace. May that sacred 
influence remain long upon my mind. 

On the 19th of Sixth Month, 1833, I left 'home 
and went to North Berwick. With emotions of 
sorrow r , I parted from my relatives, and turned 
from the graves of my kindred, and all those 
melancholy yet pleasing objects, the remembrance 
of which binds the heart to the home of childhood. 
My reliance is upon the arm of Omnipotence. So 
far things seem for the best. My prospects are 
favorable. I am content in my situation, though 
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sometimes lonely ; yet I am comforted by the re- 
flection that the Good Shepherd cares for his sheep, 
and may I be numbered with the fold of Christ. 

When we see our plans for the future frustrated, 
and thQ current of our lives, towards the ocean of 
eternity, taking a direction which we had not an- 
ticipated, we are taught that, upon earth, nothing 
is stable, and we are indeed to look for happiness 
beyond this stage of existence. How often are our 
plans disappointed for our good. That such will 
now be the case, I trust, and so trusting, leave 
events to the disposal of my Heavenly Protector. 

Sitting alone in my chamber, I have been re- 
flecting how trivial circumstances will affect our 
happiness, and how willing we are to believe that 
contentment and happiness might be found in 
some situation which we have not yet attained. 
How little do we know of ourselves, and how 
much we wish to know of others. The resignation 
of our own wills to the will of God, is the supreme 
bliss. 

Oh, how hard it is to give up all, and to follow 
Christ; to be willing to become fools for his sake; 
to cast all our earthly crowns at the Redeemer's 
feet. But we cannot serve two masters. We can- 
not serve God and mammon. We cannot take the 
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world in one hand and religion in the other. There [ 
is no compromise — no partial road to Heaven. 

Under the living ministry of our friend, J. B., 
my heart has again been broken and tendered. 
" I have been induced to believe," were some of 
his expressions, " that if there is not more growth 
experienced from the gentle and refreshing showers 
with which a kind Providence has blessed you, there 
will be a famine, and not of water nor of bread, but 
of hearing of the word of God.'.' 

Addressing young Friends, he said : " There are 
those who weep between the porch and the altar 
for you, who could clasp you in their arms and 
bless you. Will ye also go away ? Shall stranger^ 
come in and be.your plowmen and your vine-dres- 
sers, and will you be aliens." Oh, the baptizing 
and searching effects of a living ministry — a bles- 
sing and cause of thankfulness. 

In 1835 he writes : "I am now at Friends' Board- 
ing School, Providence, R. L, and I believe that 
in all my ' gettings,' I am anxious 'to get wisdom.' 
During the past winter, I visited home, enjoying 
again the sweets of friendship and of the domestic 
circle. I then remembered the vow of the patriarch, 
' If God will be with me, and will keep me in this 
way that I go, and will give me bread to eat and 
raiment to put on, so that I come again to my 
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Father's house in peace; then shall the Lord be 
my God.' " 

The mentioned institution is described by one as 
being situated upon an eminence nearly two hun- 
dred feet above tide water, which overlooks the 
city of Providence and the beautiful shores of 
Narragansett Bay. It would be difficult to find a 
more desirable site for a school. Fifty acres of 
land make the grounds most complete, containing 
long stretches of beautiful lawn, academic groves 
of venerable trees as old as the institution itself; 
and not of the least importance is the school farm, 
which supplies the large family of two hundred 
and fifty pupils and teachers w r ith fresh vegetables 
and fruits. Milk in abundance is supplied from 
, its own dairy, and even the cows are fed on hay 
that grows on the place. 

The studies are eminently practical, and have 
for their object the development of the natural 
talent of the pupil ; and it is to the care taken by 
the teachers to ascertain the native bent of the 
mind of the pupil that is due the permanent suc- 
cess of the school, and a model in this respect for 
other institutions to follow. 

The instruction is divided into two courses — 
literary and scientific. A library of over six thou- 
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sand carefully selected volumes furnishes ample 
miscellaneous reading matter. 

The discipline of the institution requires an un- 
qualified obedience to its rules ; but its moral and 
social training, the most important matter in edu- 
cation, teaches individual responsibility and obe- 
dience to personal conviction of right and duty. 
This method lies at the foundation of true char- 
acter, and is the educator's most delicate and 
difficult field of service. The end to be attained, 
is, that the child shall stand safely and firmly 
when the fostering influence of school and home 
is withdrawn. 

There were many others there besides Louis 
Taber, who by teaching and otherwise, provided 
themselves with means to pursue a course there. 
This gave an atmosphere of ardent devotion to 
study, which is not otherwise attainable, and acted 
as a great stimulus to literary and scientific achieve- 
ments. 

Success attended his endeavors and he was soon 

promoted to a position, when he wrote : " I have 

often been thankful for my prosperity here, and 

accept it as a favor from the Divine hand ; but I 

often feel the need of his holy presence to sustain 

me. Never have I felt greater poverty of spirit, 

than it has been my lot to feel most of the time 
3 
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during the past few months. But I have had times 
of refreshing from the Lord, for which my heart 
has been truly thankful." 

I attended New York Yearly Meeting last spring, 
and saw my parents and a sister. I found it hard 
parting from them. I also attended New England 
Yearly Meeting and the Quarterly Meetings of 
Salem, held at Lynn, and Dover, held at Berwick, 
having a pleasant visit with my friends at both 
places. 

I am now in my occupation at the school. The 
responsibilities of my situation sometimes depresses 
my spirits. I am satisfied, if teachers felt the im- 
portance of their stations, they might do much 
towards instilling into the minds of children prin- 
ciples of piety and virtue. May I be strengthened 
to be more faithful in the discharge of my duties ; 
to be more devoted to the cause of Truth and to 
my God, and may my trust be more fully in Him. 

To-day, about twelve o'clock, the 6th of Ninth 
Month, 1836, our venerable friend, Moses Brown, 
made a peaceful close after a short illness of two 
weeks, in the ninety-eighth year of his age. His 
strength continued to decline gradually until he 
slept in the Lord. His countenance was composed 
and natural, and an assurance felt that he had 
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found his rest. He was much beloved and will be 
long lamented. 

" Sweet is the scene when virtue dies, 
When sinks a righteous soul to rest." 

The funeral of Moses Brown was large, and 
several testimonies were borne to his virtues and 
integrity, both as a man and a Christian. At the 
close of the meeting, Ann Jenkins, his only sur- 
viving granddaughter, appeared weightily in sup- 
plication. The Divine presence was felt, and the ' 
hearts of weary travellers comforted by the recol- 
lection of the blameless life, spotless character and 
peaceful end of the deceased. 

While one of the teachers was reading this 
morning at the table, the twenty-seventh chapter 
of Acts, twentieth to twenty-fifth verses, my mind 
was deeply impressed with the goodness and super- 
intending providence of God. My heart was ten- 
dered and my spirit refreshed, for which visitation 
of Divine love I was thankful even to tears. The 
secret aspirations of my soul to my Heavenly 
Father were, that all my former transgressions 
might be blotted out of the book of remembrance, 
and that I might be found more faithful in the dis- 
charge of my duties to Him, and to my fellow- 
beings. The humble traveller Zionward is, I be- 
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lieve, often made sensible that these seasons are 
not at his command; and when it is with us as 
the disciples formerly, that " the doors being shut, 
Jesus comes and stands in the midst, how grateful 
ought we to be to the Shepherd of the flock ! And 
how awful will be the consequences to us, if we 
slight these calls of the Divine Master and do 
" despite unto the spirit of Grace." May it be my 
happy experience to witness often the sweet in- 
comes of his heavenly love, and may my trust and 
confidence be fully centered in God. " Bless the 
Lord, my soul, and forget not all his benefits." 
The present Quarterly Meeting has been unu- 
sually interesting. A time to be had in remem- 
brance. The company and services of uncle John 
and aunt Elizabeth Meader, and several other min- 
istering Friends, were acceptable and comforting. 
Aunt Elizabeth appeared weightily in supplication 
at the opening of the meeting, and uncle John 
Meader was much favored in testimony near the 
close. Several Friends offered excellent counsel 
and admonition in the meeting for business. The 
Master of Assemblies was present, blessing and 
breaking, and his disciples handing forth that 
" living bread " which cometh down from God out 
of Heaven. May the grateful incense of praise 

4 

ascend from the altar of our hearts. 
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Were we able to look into futurity, and to see all 
the changes and trials through which we may be 
permitted to pass, the prospect would so depress 
our spirits, as entirely to unfit us for the duties of 
life. 

Louis Taber wrote much while occupying the 
position of younger instructor at Providence. We 
will consider two of his poems. The one on the 
"Progress of Time" is a rapid outline of past ages, 
and of facts as they, at that time, existed on the 
globe, reviewing the nations and some chief events 
which have left a record on the historic page. In 
the "Epicedium" he comes before us with sombre 
reveries, as composed while the damps of death 
and dews of night were around him. 

Moses Brown, the aged friend previously men- 
tioned, is the patriarch referred to in the forepart 
of the poem. His liberal donations were a material 
benefit to the institution; while the personal in- 
terest which he manifested in the scholars, at- 
tached the young to him. 



3* 



V 



I 



SO Glin\pses of 



THE PROGRESS OF TIME. 



Delivered before the Lyceum Phcenix on the first day of 1836, at 
Friends' Boarding School, Providence, Rhode Island. 




O ! onward rolls the eternal tide of time 
Into eternity's broad gulf sublime ; 
Sweeping, at once, to desolation's mart, 
The pride of mortals and the charms of art ; 
And, as the years that are no more, have hurled 
The souls of millions to the eternal world ; 
So, is it destined to contract the span 
And feeble network of the life of man ; 
While we, in thoughtful mood, are gathered here 
To chant the requiem of the by-gone year. 

In retrospection's softened light appears 

Hopes disappointed, transient joys or fears; 

Our proud achievements, what we would have done, 

Swift through the mind in bright succession run : 

And still, in memory's living roll, is read 

The names we loved, the absent, or the dead. 

I would, that while we willingly survey 

The march of time, in his eternal sway, 

Or sweep the glowing page of history o'er, 

We may be wiser, better, than before ; 

And learn, by crimes the past has darkly shown, 

To mend our country's follies and our own ; 

Or, by the just, whose dauntless hearts withstood 

Corruption's force, to emulate the good. 
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First, of the past we turn us to enquire, 
And warm, and kindle with poetic fire. 
We leave the climes where Truth and Freedom reign, 
And travel, first, o'er Europe's broad domain. 
Her power has thrilled the world with wild alarms ; 
The first in arts, in learning and in arms. 

Look to the East! lo, what a scene appears! 
A land in bondage and a world in tears. 
While Freedom, true to her unfailing trust, 
Rose like a Phoenix, from an empire's dust : 
While her glad shout rings o'er the Egean sea, 
The Moslem quails, and Greece again is free. 
A pitying world was leagued against her foes ; 
And lo ! a nation from its ruins rose ! 
See, bright enrolled upon her scroll of fame 
Another Socrates, a matchless Homer's name. 
While sons of genius may charm with glad surprise, 
And art's loved daughters bid her glories rise. 
Pleased every clime, but Moslem lone, to see 
Fair Athens and her sister Sparta free. 

Aloud resounds through every trembling land, 
" Poland is crushed beneath the conqueror's hand ! " 
While echo peals from earth's remotest shore, 
"Poland is fallen, fallen to rise no more! " 
Yet pity's voice, her sumless woes beguile ; 
Her sons may rest on fair Columbia's isle. 

It had been well if Poland's sons were free, 
For Nicholas' fame, for Europe— and for thee 
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O, vaunting Briton ! for the time may come, 

When thou must fall, as fell earth's mistress, Rome. 

For know, oh Albion ! universal power 

Ages have gained, may perish in an hour. 

Is it decreed by Him who rules o'er all, 

Nations should rise, should flourish, and should fall ? 

Oh! wouldst thou stand, eternal and sublime; 

Virtue alone survives the wreck of time. 

Though now thy Lion flag is proud unfurled 

On every sea, o'er all the admiring world ; 

And reign of Commerce, the wealth of nations poured, 

In golden heaps, and with thy treasures stored : 

Though Science, first, upon thy shores began 

Since Pagan night, to smile anew, on man : 

And Truth high reared her everlasting fame, 

To draw the admiring world to her again ; 

Though Milton, Newton, Locke and Johnson shine 

To add their meed of glory unto thine; 

Though thy glad tidings bade the oppressed rejoice, 

And tyrants heard and trembled at thy voice ; 

There lingers yet about thy peaceful isle, 

Where truth and freedom have been taught to smile, 

Crimes thou hast dared before high heaven to own, 

For which not all thy virtues can atone. 

Scotia's proud sons, by ancient league allied 

With Briton, share the glory and the pride : 

Yet Erin's Isle, wan poverty's abode, 

Slow languishes beneath oppression's load. 

Would wealth and Freedom their rich treasures bring, 
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More loyal subjects could not serve a king. 
O'Connel, foremost in the bloodless van, 
Proclaims the eternal brotherhood of Man. 

See Hungary bleed beneath the Austrian sword ; 
And iron tread of Russia's vengeful lord ; 
Though Despotism's night of terror reigns, 
Yet Freedom's shout shall echo through her plains ; 
Her children rise with Justice's sacred wand, 
And peace and plenty crown her smiling land. 
Their loyal subjects struggling to be free, 
Have sought a home beyond Atlantic sea, 
Would that no plague-spot on our happier land, 
Made her unworthy of that suffering band. 

How one great mind can give to nation's laws, 
And tame the savage monsters into awe, 
Send mirth and gladness through the distant vales, 
Bid cities rise, and commerce spread her sails ! 
Such Peter did, still boasts the reigning line, 
His noble deeds, or those of Catharine. 
There Nicholas sits, throned in imperial show, 
Sole lord of half a continent of snow: 
And, king of troops, secure of martial fame, 
While Bonaparte and Gallia have name. 
Yet, Russia's page of glory to disgrace, 
There serfdom finds, secure, a resting place ; 
Let subjects, kings to abject toil condemn, 
Learn, that the world was also made for them. 
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Behold ! with pomp, her dauntless legions led 
In sullen wrath, devoted Europe tread ; 
As down the angry mountain torrents pour, 
And devastation strews the happy shore. 
Yet, must he rule the subject world alone, 
And power be centred round the Arctic zone ? 

But here we turn, where haughtier manners reign, 
To warmer climes, to desolated Spain. 
She still is groaning with her mental wound; 
In Papal night and superstition bound. 
The Inquisition spreads its deadly fear 
No more ; but, shall the tireless demon, here 
Find resting for his foot, and fearless tread 
Our soil, and martyrs bleed, as there they bled ? 
No, heaven forbid that Freedom's sons should wear 
Oppression's yoke, the Spaniard will not bear ! 
But God will finish what his hand begun ; 
And she must fall the mystic Babylon. 

Boasting inglorious, gory, martial deeds, 
With wars internal, Spain profusely bleeds. 
Not all the gold her avarice ever drew, 
From all the mines and Incas of Peru 
Increased her virtue, or enlarged her power, 
Or brought her children freedom for an hour. 
There strife, and hate,. and fell oppression reign; 
Dire infected brood that feeds on evil gain. 
Her tyrant chains; but fetters cannot bind 
The soul ! 'tis free ! and the immortal mind 
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Knows no control ; it soars aloft from earth 
Where* love, and truth, and mercy have their birth : 
It stretches forth in intellectual might, 
To hail the star of Freedom's rosy light. 

Oh, Tyranny; we know thy deadly power; 
Our fathers felt it in oppression's hour : 
They fled thy hate on Europe's fated shore, 
And thou pursued more reckless than before. 

Eternal right ! Why o'er the world's domain 
Should justice shrink, and fell Oppression reign? 
Nations have sunk, crushed by his deadly might, 
Whose sword had power to change the wrong to right 
At will, reversing ruling Heaven's decree, 
Enslaving souls whom God created free. 
Why is attached such glory to a crown ? 
Kings oft are throned to tread their subjects down. 
Millions have fought and bled for this alone ; 
To hold one haughty tyrant on his throne. 
How long ere Europe's vaunting sons shall be, 
Loosed from Oppression's grasp, erect and free ! 
How long must War's detested engines rave, 
And yearly hurl their millions to the grave ! 

Not Spain alone, has felt Oppression's hand, 
But Portugal, alas! ill-fated land ! 
Has proved how much Dissension's deadly spear 
Could dim the glory of her bright career. 
No more her navies plough the yielding main, 
To carry wealth and commerce in their train. 



36 Glirr\pses of 

There power came unsought, and unsought will go ; 
That Tyre of the world has fallen low. 

While on our way we rapidly advance, 
We traverse gay and fickle, martial France. 
Of late we saw her breast with Freedom fired ; 
That blazed abroad, and suddenly expired : 
Yet, not till Europe, yielding enemies' trust ; 
Saw thrones, and towers, and temples in the dust. 
Saw smouldering smoke from ruined cities rise, 
And Moscow's flame, whose Kremlin lashed the skies; 
Gaunt Ruin's host, in dreadful ambush lay, 
And grim Destruction strewed with death his way ; 
Till he, who proud her conquering legions led; 
Slept cold, alone on Helena's rocky bed. 
An emperor's rule was worshipped for an hour : 
He died a man — such is the end of power. 
His gathered dust, his blood-stained spear and plume, 
Repose together in a loftier tomb. 
Oh ! when will Peace her white-winged banner raise, 
Since martyrs fall unwept, mid heroes praise. 
Again may freedom's stainless light be found, 
To shed her bright and peaceful halo round. 

The sun of science, there its light has shed, 
And willing votaries round its altar led. 
While she was ranked among the mighty first, 
Heaven smiled propitious, yet she turned and cursed. 
Yes, she has scorned God's sacred truth and seen 
The massacre, the rack, the guillotine, 
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Bid her proud sons to ruin's sceptre nod, 
While still she scorns to own the Christian's God. 
She, ever glorying in her martial charms, 
Is now reposing wakeful on her arms. 
Britannia's matchless rival, see her stand ! 
Dispensing mode and language to each land. 

The patient Hollander, content to toil, 
And from the ocean still redeem his soil, 
With half the wants his richer neighbors feel, 
Asks but his pipe, his cat and frugal meal. 
Can we survey, nor learn this moral here, 
All might be happy, happy in their sphere ! 
Beyond his sphere man ever will aspire, 
The present losing in some new desire. 

Still northward tend, where harsher manners reign, 
Where rules the bold, the rough and hardy Dane. 
May peace, too few of Europe's realms can boast, 
Reign o'er her land, and round the Baltic's coast : 
O'er Sweden's hills, where Norway's tempest blows 
From Grecia's realms, to frozen Lapland snows. 

The peaceful German, thoughtful, grave, profound, 

In morals, laws, religion, learning, sound, 

Boasts not his deeds of chivalry and might, 

But basks in Science's pure unclouded light. 

The Reformation Luther there began, 

And Gospel day brake on the mind of man ; 
4 
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Science again illumined the darkened earth, 
And gave to Freedom's cause a second birth. 
Hence rose from Ruin's smouldering pyre, 
States, laws, opinions, never to expire : 
Based on eternal Truth, they stand sublime, 
To bless mankind throughout all coming time. 

The loyal Persian curbs his martial force, 
And onward holds his lofty equal course ; 
Resolved no foreign or domestic foe, 
Shall lay the grandeur of his empire low. 
But the sun of glory has long since gone down, 
And tyrant lust and despot power yet frown ; 
Still that warlike race, claiming early birth, 
Holds yet a name with the nations of the earth. 
The crafty Magi now has lost his sway, 
There learning sheds a dim, precarious ray. 

And Austria sits, in sullen wrath retired, 
Too soon, with rage, her martial spirit fired. 
Behold her troops, in battle's stern array, 
Couched like a tiger watching for his prey. 
Still must her sons in servile bondage groan, 
While Metternichs can prop a tyrant's throne. 

Where nature's bulwarks pierce receding skies, 
Where the bold Alps in awful grandeur rise, 
Whose glacier tops in swelling pomp are seen 
Above their vales of everlasting green, 
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The Swiss remain, lords of their homes below, 
Firm as their hills, clad in everlasting snow. 

But fair Italia ! in thy milder zone, 
Where power concentered, o'er the world has thrown 
His iron chain, where once the Roman stood, 
To charm with eloquence the wise, the good, 
Where rose imperial Rome, adored, revered, 
And sister arts immortal statues reared. 
Where the proud Pope's eternal mandates fell, 
Who holds the keys of heaven and of hell, 
And, robbing God and justice of their place, 
Dispenses life, or death, or pardoning grace 
To priestly power, though servile nations bow, 
None are so low as to own thy sceptre now. 
In ease luxurious, and unused to toil, 
Thy sons are languishing upon thy soil. 
Oh, baneful luxury ! thy siren voice, 
In ruin, bade even fallen Rome rejoice. 
When will her setting sun of glory rise 
Upon the flaming forehead of the skies ! 
When will rise, to grace her land again, 
Her painters, sculptors and a Mantuan swain! 
Still is she cherished, loved, and sought, and seen, 
Loved and adored for what she erst has been. 

Yet, o'er the land the Christian's foot first trod, 
Where seven Churches bowed to Israel's God, 
The sullen Moslem rules, and swears the same 
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Eternal vengeance to the Christian's name. 

With quenchless zeal, oh, that it were Divine ! 

Still pays his vows to Mecca's sacred shrine ; 

Still, as to aid time's canker-eating rust, 

Tramples the work of ages in the dust. 

Where rose God's temple — Christians knelt in prayer, 

The Turk adores, the Arab's tent is there. 

Despotic power o'er lesser Asia reigns, 

And meagre ruin haunts Judea's plains. 

Woman there, how is all thy worth betrayed ! 

Thou art confined in the " Harem's shade." 

There hast been doomed, since Moslem power began, 

To toil the slave, the servile slave of man. 

Nor Turks alone, from immemorial times, 

All Asia has been sharing in their crimes. 

Oh, when will Gospel light, or here or there, 

Accede to her the honors she should share ! 

And when shall Science's chastening ray refined, 

Ennoble there and raise the female mind? 

Who's locked from love's domestic bliss adored, 

The helpless victim of a haughty lord. 

The roving Tartar, in equestrian pride, 
Looks down with scorn on all the world beside ; 
Nor knows domestic joy, nor cares to know, 
Pleased with his lance, his javelin and his bow. 
His lawless hordes, on fated Asia's plain, 
Have left destruction in their sweeping train. 
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Yet he has felt the tyranny of inau 
Under the awful reign of Khubilai Kahn. 

The rude Siberian, and the Kamtschadales, 
Fearless traverse Russia's frozen vales. 
Where is the spot men have not dared to tread, 
By avarice or by ambition lead ? 

The pagan Hindoo to the Brahmin's art, 
Yields the assent of his untutored heart : 
To idol gods, his daily prayers aspire, 
And widows perish on the funeral pyre : 
Self-tortured victims welter in their blood, 
And infants feed the depths of Ganges flood. 

Still in Thibet the Lama's temple stands, 
A thousand priests perform his dread commands. 
He sits in awful solitude— alone, 
A mortal god upon a golden throne. 

In Birmah, too, see superstition reign 
Along her shores, and devastate her plains. 
Her children, subject to the will she taught, 
Are crushed beneath the car of Juggernaut. 
Her altars flame, — her sceptre boasts its sway 
In Siam, Torquin, and in wild Malay. 

China alone withstands the shock of fate, 

Changeless through all, she still pursues her state ; 

And her proud list of peaceful kings appears, 

Through the long lapse of twice two thousand years. 

She boasts a race, sprung from royal blood, 
4* 
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Of monarchs reigning far beyond the flood ; 
And holds the ancient grandeur of her name, 
With customs, laws, religion yet the same. 
If much we hate her strange antique attire, 
Her wisdom and her prudence all admire. 

There dwells upon the isles of neighboring seas, 
Her strange reverse, the polished Japanese. 
But when will truth repair the Christian's loss ; 
Yearly he tramples upon the Saviour's cross. 
The wandering, wasting nations to surprise, 
A nobler race upon thy shores may rise ; 
Science and freedom's banner be unfurled, 
Caught from the cadence of this Western World. 

Far to the South is spread a milder land, 
Where learning soon shall raise her gentle wand ; 
On that broad isle may nations rise as blest 
As our fair Eden, Empire of the West : 
From convict-hosts a nation may be reared 
To rival its Queen Mother, loved, revered. 

Adieu to these ; we turn to pass the while, 
Ceylon, Sumatra and Society isles.* 
Still, o'er Arabia's burning seas of sand, 
The lawless Beduin holds supreme command. 
The haughty Arab's power was never broke ; 
His soul ne'er stooped to kiss a foreign yoke. 
Undisputed monarch, there he reigns 
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O'er wide Sahara's arid trackless plains. 
And there arose, triumphed, reigned and set, 
The world's impostor prophet, Mahomet. 

Land of the Nile! again upon thy stream, 
The light of promise glows with brightening beam, 
O'er sanded plains, the living waters flow ; 
Thy deserts yet shall blossom as the rose : 
Yet may arise, by art's reviving care, 
Another Thebes, another Memphis there. 
The press is thine, thy bright career to crown, 
For Ibrahim has dashed his shackles down. 
Oh, shame! that kings with mammon's curse combined, 
Should chain the mansions of the immortal inind! 
Accursed Avarice's felon tooth remains, 
Draws the last drop from her bloodless veins. 
The Christian slave, in captive chains is seen, 
Is tasked and scourged by the fierce Algerine. 
Would we might learn by the tortures we have borne, 
To weep for Afric's fated children, torn 
From country, home and endearing tie, 
Here on our shores to languish and to die. 
Where Christian, Turk or the fierce Arab reigns, 
Afric's servile sons are found in hapless chains; 
O'er every clime, by tyrant avarice thrown, 
From Sandwich's coast to Zembla's frozen zone. 
Would there might fall oppression's galling rod, 
And nations truly worship the only God. 
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Auspicious morn, Columbus! when proud was furled 
Thy daring sail, beside the Western World, 
Hated and shunned, believed by none or few 
In the ancient world, thou gave her yet the new. 
And here arrived, but what behold we here, 
The way-worn, wan, desponding heart to cheer? 
Turn from Peru, there is no charm in gold 
Where life and love and libertv are sold. 
Can feeling hearts bow down to Mammon's shrine 
If slaves must labor in the poisonous mine? 
And why should one, a thousand's peace destroy, 
To give him wealth he never can enjoy. 

One sullen despot holds imperial sway 
Upon the borders of the Paraguay. 
In Amazonia's trackless shade, or where 
The Patagonian breathes the temperate air, 
Is pagan night and superstition found, 
Spreading their pestilential mania round. 
Nor yet, in Chili's Andes-guarded plains, 
Where the bold horseman of La Plata reigns ; 
Or in Columbia, where the warriors toil, 
Deluged with blood her own luxurious soil, 
Where proudly rose, bathed deep in gore, one star, 
The valiant called, and patriot Bolivar, 
Who, with a conqueror's hardy spirit, broke 
The secular, but not the priestly yoke; 
Or, mid the diamond mountains of Brazil, 
Whose soil the fettered sons of Afric till, 
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Are the clear notes of Gospel gladness known ; 
For priestly power rules in her burning zone. 
When in the East she found no longer rest, 
She fled to curse the islands of the West. 
When from the old the Jesuit's foot withdrew, 
He planted here his power in the new. 

We leave the Andes, ever clad in snow, 
For Guatemala and for Mexico. 
There Montezuma, through the lust for gold, 
Beheld his empire into ruin rolled. 
It fell, inglorious, by a foreign foe ; 
Perfidious Cortes struck the fatal blow. 
But there the captive, freed from bitter toil, 
Partakes the bounties of her generous soil. 

Where broad Arkansas and Missouri roll, 
The dauntless Indian holds supreme control ; 
Still claims the wild, God and nature gave, 
From California's to Superior's wave, 
And hopes to gain the island of the blest, 
Far in the heaving ocean of the West. 
While far to North, in barren climes of snow, 
Is found the poor but friendly Esquimaux. 

Britannia holds the semblance of a throne 
To prop her state, here in our milder zone. 
Ontario's wave, or Erie's swelling tide, 
The subject land, from freedom shores divide. 
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Let her improve, while yet she may, a crown ; 
Her Western star will go in brightness down : 
In brightness down from her admiring sight, 
Again to rise with constellations bright. 

Columbia, our country, hail ! to thee 
At last we turn ; for thou, the wise, the free, 
Hast nursed, who, dauntless, tyranny withstood, 
And now are numbered with the great, the good. 

First Freedom's light upon thy shores began, 
Since Caesar's reign, to bless the mind of man ; 
And thou hast more, with less of gory cost, 
Than Greece professed or Roman subjects lost. 
The world admiring bends, and learns from thee 
How heaven can bless, where mind is truly free ; 
And hither turns the glad enraptured sight, 
To bask in Freedom's ever-burning light. 
No foreign foe our country's peace destroys, 
And ours are social and domestic joys. 

Ever, thou Justice, teach us to requite 
Our nation's wrongs, by doing still the right. 

Art's lovely daughters shape their joyous course, 
From Hudson's wave to Mississippi's source. 
Religion here has reared her hallowed fane 
To draw the admiring world to her again ; 
From her pure fount, and in her holy cause, 
Inspiring learning gives us customs, laws, 
By every shore and o'er every distant sea, 
Our eagle waves, the fetterless, the free. 
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And are we destined onward yet to "steer 
Among the great in glory's bright career ? 
While our glad hearts are locked in golden dreams, 
Say, is our country all in truth she seems? 
A race she dooms, their hopeless bonds to keep, 
To toil, to bleed, to wake, to Watch, to weep ! 
Torn from each dearest, sweetest, strongest tie, 
Here on our shores to languish and to die ! 

The hardy sons of rough New Endandjrtlf^ 
Trained still to frugal life and honest toil, 
Feel proud desires, no barrier controls 
And westward turns a throng of ardent souls, 
Where they shall find a home by plenty blest, 
Far o'er the rocky mountains of the west. 
There shall the jocund reaper whistle o'er 
The gathering in of Autumn's golden store. 
Where now the Indian's whoop their warrior calls, 
Learning shall lift her chart and classic halls. 

Columbia ! be thy peaceful flag unfurled, 
The pride, the sister of a warring world, 
Nations, unborn, will hail the blissful right, 
And come to bask in Freedom's burning light. ' 

Thus, o'er the world has been our rapid way, 
The customs, laws and manners to survey 
Of every clime. But all unused to roam, 
We gladly turn our wandering footsteps home. 

Sprung from the light of mercy's gentle reign, 
Behold we here our heaven -protected fane. 
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And many a heart, that hither joyous came, 
Kindled at Science's pure exhaustless flame, 
Has gone where hope's attractive visions led, 
Or, now is resting with the peaceful dead. 
How many live, and will in time to come, 
To bless the founder of this classic dome. 
Long burn its light, to bless the good, the wise, 
And point the path that leads to the skies. 

Of all who now are gathered here, how few 
That must not bid its ancient walls adieu ; 
That must not leave, full soon, its favored soil, 
Alone, through life's opposing scenes, to toil. 
How many saw, now in life's dark career, 
Their brightest moments of existence here. 

Not last, nor least, nor yet a star alone, 
Has the Lyceum in our zenith shone : 
Her light has cheered life's mariner afar, 
And still she shines across the ocean bar. 

Our task is done —we waive an adieu 
To by-gone years — we welcome in the new, 
Which forward wheels us to the eternal shore, 
Where chance, and time, and death await no more. 
Hopes, fears and joys, in heaven's mysterious plan, 
Or grief and death are still the lot of man. 
Moons wax and wane, and empires rise and fall ; 
Mysterious change pervades and equals all : 
Worlds, systems, suns, self-bounded, undestroyed, 
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Unshaken, wheel the illimitable void. 
Earth rolls around yon everlasting sphere, 
And speeds too soon the morning of the year ; 
Her loftier summits pierce receding skies, 
Her rivers roll in grandeur whence they rise, 

* 

And ocean heaves eternal and sublime, 
The boundless, changeless, awful type of time. 
Commerce extends o'er India's fartherest seas 
To catch the stirrings of the spicy breeze ; 
And carry hence, o'er all the world's domain, 
The light of truth and science in her train. 
The Hindoo lord and Otaheite's king, 
Their choicest gifts to Salem's altars bring, 
And incense burn to nature's Lord above, 
Peace is abroad on angel wings of love. 
Wisdom and truth begin again to smile 
From Asia's shores to Zealand's sea-girt isle, 
From Greenland's coast, from Amazonia's shores 
To where the Indus or Gambia pours: 
Quenchless shall burn the heaven-descended flame, 
Till worlds adoring, bless Jehovah's name, 
Till all shall kneel at Truth's eternal shrine, 
And the Redeemer comes in peace sublime. 
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AN EPICEDIUM. 



Delivered before the Lyceum Phcenix on the first of First Month, 1837, at 
Friends* Boarding School, Providence, Rhode Island. 



7y GAIN we meet — borne on the wave of time, 
V^ Up from eternity's dark waters cast — 

Another year from out that waste sublime, 
Bolls onward to the bosom of the past. 

The solemn thoughts of an immortal mood 

Press on the soul, to raise one heavenward sigh, 

With a stern power, which hath the heart subdued ; 
For life's sole object is to learn to die. 

How throng the images of other years, 
When o'er the past by retrospection led ; 

Joy's conscious smiles or sorrow's sacred tears, 
And holiest musings on the peaceful dead. 

While gathered thus, to mourn time's rapid close, 
Can we forbear affection's softened tear, 

O'er their lone graves, memorials of those 

Whose sun went down with the departed year! 

And there was one — the apostle of the Lord, 
On whom descended mercy's gentle dove, 

With harps of heaven, his spirit could accord ; 
Him angels greeted with a brother's love. 



Louis Taber's Life. 51 

Child, consort, brother, parent in decay, 

Had lain, with peace, their earthly mantles down; 

Unmoved, right onward, was his even way, 
To win, through faith, an everlasting crown. 

The patriarch of other times — who blest, 

Whose sainted hands up reared this classic dome, 

Is to his fathers gathered, in his rest, 
With angel bands, to sing Heaven's Harvest Home. 

Well may we mourn the venerable dead, 
One holy heart, awhile to bless us given ; 

For every tear which pious spirits shed 
O'er such, is precious in the sight of Heaven. 

Let others, where Philosophy has trod, 
Explore the hidden causes that can bind 

Soul unto soul and spirit unto God, 
Unfolding all the mysteries of mind : 

Or, what Divines have written — Luther's done; 

Whose lives were in the blazing fagot given : 
The attributes of the Eternal One 

Proclaim, and draw admiring souls to Heaven : 

Or, through the measured spheres direct the eye, 
Where bold La Place and Newton proudly sit, 

The Universe by mortal art to try ; 
And lose the finite soul in infinite : 
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Or con the law which Classic Sages taught, 
And tell how genius soared and sung sublime ; 

Or gather up, from the rich mines of thought, 
The pearls and gems from every zone and clime. 

Be mine the task, while o'er the waning year 
We glance, to note how earth's gay scenes depart, 

To consecrate to faded worth .a tear, 
And open all the fountains of the heart. 

Winter's stern reign, the smiling flowers of Spring, 
Summer's glad morn, and Autumn's milder sun ; 

Each changing season has a power to bring 
Some lovely vestige of each faded one. 

How often, in visions of restoring sleep, 

Whose balmy influence from our griefe we sought, 

Will vivid fancy her glad vigils keep, 
Within the consecrated halls of thought. 

They live, they speak, as once on earth they spake, 
Each word, each feature more divinely fair — 

Again to love, again to weep, we wake ; 

" We clasp the phantoms and we find them air." 

When death's dread mandate fearfully hath set 
His seal, and all the pangs expiring nature-gave 

Are o'er ; would we the loved, the lost forget, 
Locked in the peaceful slumber of the grave? 



Loxiis Taber's Life. 53 

When grief is hushed by love's last trembling tear; 

When the last floods of deep affliction roll ; 
And resignation's soothing voice we hear, 

Who would uproot that sorrow from his soul ! 

We learn, too late, how vain each fond desire, 
Ardently sought in youth's eventful prime ; 

Nought but the soul, that spark of heavenly fire, 
Can triumph o'er the sweeping hand of time. 

Calm Cynthia bowed her head in mourning low, 
As late I wandered in the night's increase : 

Dark clouds moved onward in procession slow ; 
And sighing zephyrs whispered " rest in peace." 

Where hapless mourners hushed the rising moan, 
As still, as pure as nightly dew descends 

The sacred tears of love that round were strown — 
" Where are they now, our dear departed friends." 

This sigh heard I, one autumnal eve, 

As round the hill and through the graveyard turned 
Many a mourner, all unknown to grieve ; 

Each o'er the tomb of his departed mourned. 

Pale Venus sat, night's sparkling train waxed dim, 
Cold dew-drops trembled round the cypress tree; 
While mortals slept and slumbered, all save Him 

And that sad, lonely little band with me. 

5* 
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In the deep breathings of one voiceless sigh, 
Seemed words which passed down the mouldering urn ; 

"Alone, alone, no guardian parent nigh, 
Childhood's dear home and all its friends to mourn.' ' 

Unknown to fortune, power, fame, these slept, 
Their stainless spirits by our God approved ; 

With her children, there a widowed mother wept 
Beside the grave of all on earth they loved. 

And one mourned, bowed with the weight of years ; 

And there the father clasped his lisping son ; 
The lover wept, in unavailing tears ; 

Alike each mourned the deed which death had done. 

Welcome, ye votaries in affliction's band ; 

With you to weep, how many hearts remain, 
Know sympathy extends her gentle hand ; 

In kindred spirits, pity loves to reign. 

Think not alone ye bear misfortune's load ; 

The God of consolation reigns on high. 
We tread, sad wanderers, in life's thorny road ; 

And it approaches that dread time to die. 

Reflecting on the bitterness of power ; 

The worthless crown which glory's meed can give, 
How short the mortal from the natal hour, 

When all is past! — but spirits ever live. 
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And who survives of martial hosts to weep ! 

A sum less train of nameless ills behind 
Is left; and power remains they could not keep; 

And crimes that shame the record of mankind. 

Not this the lot of one who, near their side, 
Reposes by the same old moss-grown tree ; 

To nobler spirits was his soul allied ; 

" He was a freeman, whom the truth made free." 

The poor, abandoned, outcast wretch to save, 
Was his delight ; with an apostle's care, 

From sin and crime, to raise their suffering slave : 
For these his soul was poured to heaven in prayer. 

Firmly he stood, when tyranny bore sway, 
A beacon light through long succeeding years, 

To guide the wayward soul to endless day ; 

Such record mourns, and mourn their country's tears. 

Here many a tombstone marks the death of age, 
Or tells the task of youth or manhood done; 

The peasant rests by the immortal sage ; 
Were fortune just, their title had been one. 

But shall I tread from this "sequestered vale 
Of life," and let the poor neglected lie? 

Servants must toil, or lords and monarch 8 fail : 
Each fill their sphere, and each alike must die. 
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They had their joys ; for simplest pleasures gave 
What kings and courts have sacked the earth to find ; 

They feared not -death ; but calmly down the grave, 
Hope cheered the holy pilgrim's happier mind. 

Where now all those who struggled with the waves 
Of care, of trial, anguish, want or fear ! 

Oblivion's tide rolls o'er their silent graves, 
Alike to hide the thronging millions here. 

Why do we toil to rescue but a name? 

Be mine a greater, far nobler strife : 
And, unemblazoned on the rolls of fame, 

May it be written in the Book of Life. 

By one my heart o'er history's page was lead, 
Where deeds illustrious blazed in classic rhyme ; 

Bright rays of hope were thrown around that head, 
Which faded in the chilling frosts of time. 

No more disclose — who proved his worth can tell — 
Oh, couldst thou know the band that wept for thee ! 

Long, long, with them, thy memory will dwell ; 
If not with them, it ever lives with me. 

And I have wept, and yet again may weep 

For genius crushed beneath time's cankering reign ; 

Where, o'er lone graves, autumnal breezes sweep, 
Hid from our sight forever they remain. 
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Dim waning planet that, behind yon hill, 

Hast'nest, in shades to lose thy glimmering light : 

A few more days thy changing orb shall fill, 
Again to sparkle in the locks of night. 

But oh, loved youths i departed from the day ; 

What time, what change shall dissipate this gloom ? 
Nor change, nor time,' till time has passed away, 

Recalls to light the tenants of the tomb. 

Father of spirits! ere that awful day, 

While life yet lingers, shed thy light on me ; 

Grant hope to cheer my lonely pilgrim way, 
And faith to waft my weary soul to thee. 

Saw ye the mother o'er her infant bend, 

Like some kind angel from the courts above? 

Heard ye the prayer of faith and hope ascend, 
From the deep fountains of a mother's love? 

Cold that young heart, its warm pulsations staid — 
The spirit passed to heaven a stainless gem ; 

Redeemed from death, in which its dust was laid, 
By the immortal Babe, the Babe of Bethlehem. 

As the last, the low, faint, trembling farewell flows 
From marble lips, and dim the closing eye, 

Ah, who the heart's keen anguish may disclose ! 
The world's vain beauties seem at once to die. 
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With fond endearment, one more wistful view 
The dying cast, as on life's shore they stand 

"Between two worlds;" and bidding this adieu, 
Give one more thrilling pressure of the hand. 

Dread silence reigns! dark floods of sorrow roll! 

When spirits journey to the world above ; 
Or angels come, the disembodied soul 

To bear away upon the wings of love. 

* 

The gorgeous balls where rest the immortal dead ; 

The garnished sepulchres where heroes sleep : 
The curtained hearse magnificently led, 

Before a pompous train attired to weep ; 

We leave, and choose, beneath the reach of fame, 
Where the sad bier, by dutious hands is borne 

In simpler obsequies without a name, 

With such, in unpretending sorrow, these to mourn. 

Silent they pass — is an aged parent borne, 
Thus sadly on in death's eternal sleep ; 

Or some loved flower, whose sudden blight they mourn ; 
While round the grave they pause awhile to weep ! 

Oh, then the deep-felt sorrow that pervades, 
Beyond the pencil's mimic power to tell ! 

Such only know who saw death's gathering shade, 
And proved the anguish of the last farewell. 
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Sad is that mansion where, so late, their tread 
Gave joy as pure as human souls may know ; 

Lonely the heart, by resignation led 

Through the deep shades of melancholy woe. 

If we have wronged, in thought, in word or deed, 
Those clothed with light and crowned in realms of day ; 

Long, unavailing, our sad hearts must bleed ; 
Love unrequited, none can e'er repay — 

Some dear remembrance round the heart is thrown, 

A sacred sorrow we may not reveal ; 
This the inviolable wound alone, 

Which, long unclosed, we would not wish to heal. 

No more shall change his waves oblivious roll, 
Nor stern disease, their heart's warm current chill ; 

No bitter anguish harrow up the soul, 
Or softer griefs their cups of sorrow fill. 

There are who taught us, in the wildering maze, 
Through faith, to win the crown we lose by fear; * 

To give to God, the glorious meed of praise : 
To earth what all forever must — a tear. 

In prayer, in praise, in strains of heavenly love, 

Oh, may the vocal incense ever rise 
From the redeemed, to Him who reigns above, 

The Judge of our immortal destinies. 
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And mayst thou live, as thou wouldst wish to die ; 

Thy spotless soul in faith's bright armor drest. 
There is a home for weary ones on high ; 

Prepared for thee, a mansion with the blest. 

And sister angels, thy glad soul will greet, 

When death's chill finger o'er thy brow extends; 

And thou around the throne of God mayest meet, 
Thy loved, thy lost — thy dear departed friends. 

In living songs, with the celestial choir, 
Throughout the broad and glorious vault of light ; 

They fan to flame the spirit's kindling fire, 

That quenchless burns, through the Redeemer's might. 

It is among the wise provisions of Providence, 
that our blessings and adversities are so inter- 
mingled as to render life desirable, while they 
gradually break off our attachment to the world,*" 
and fit us for an inheritance " among those who 
are sanctified." 

On the 10th of Fourth Month, 1837, I left 
Providence, R. I., in a very poor state of health. 
I had been some time declining. My friends ad- 
vised me to visit home and remain a part of the 
summer. With a prospect of being able soon to 
return, I cheerfully complied, and reached home 
in the stage without much inconvenience, except 
considerable fatigue. 
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It is always pleasant, on ordinary occasions, to 
visit a father's house, but the circumstances under 
which I left and returned, and the prospect of my 
health, contributed considerably to depress my feel- 
ings. At home we find that care and sympathy 
for which we may look in vain among strangers. 
A good home, in sickness, should be numbered 
among our richest blessings. 

Instead of improving, as I had anticipated, my 
health continued to decline. . I sometimes had 
reason to fear that my disorder would not soon be 
removed. The beautiful lines of Bryant were often 
presented to my mind : 

" Yet a few days, and thee, 
The all-beholding sun shall see no more 
In all his course." 

We can imagine the feelings of another at the 
close of life ; but in sickness only, when we find 
ourselves cut off from all worldly prospects, can 
we fully realize what must be our feelings when 
we leave the world, and break off our attachments 
to enter into a new and untried state of existence. 
It is at such an hour, if ever, that we need to feel 
the supporting promises of the Gospel, the con- 
solations of the Spirit and the Christian's hope. I 
was sometimes able to resign all to the Divine will. 

Since receiving some help, I have continued to 
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improve slowly, for which I am truly thankful but, 
still unable to do anything, except a very little 
light work, and can neither read or study much 
without injury. It is hard for one accustomed to 
both physical and mental employment to learn to 
be idle. I have been visiting friends in Peru and 
Montpelier, so the time has passed as pleasantly as 
could be expected; indeed I have realized much 
enjoyment. 

My prospect of returning to the school is given 
up more cheerfully than I thought it could be. It 
is a favor that the mind can accommodate itself to 
its conditions, and that in every situation, it may 
be improved. I am entering the twenty-seventh 
year of my life, under circumstances which ought 
to make me more watchful; the blessing is pro- 
nounced upon the poor in spirit. 

My brother Silas unexpectedly returned from 
Ohio after an absence of more than a year, and 
will spend the winter at home. I was truly glad 
to see him. We are once more all together, which 
it did not seem likely we should ever be. Why 
should we not enjoy the many blessings with which 
we are surrounded! Were we more willing to 
number our favors, we should often find abundant 
cause of gratitude to our Heavenly Father. 

I have now no prospect of business, and what 
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will be the result of my sickness is known only to 
that Providence, into whose holy keeping I believe 
I may safely commit myself. It might be expected, 
my reflections are not always of the most cheering 
nature. In the beginning of life, to be disappointed 
in every prospect and deprived of health, seems 
rather discouraging. But the afflictions of this 
life are overpaid by that "eternal weight of glory " 
which awaits the righteous. A consoling assurance 
is sometimes felt, that all will work together for 
good. What are the few moments of this life in 
comparison with an eternity, where the forms of 
beauty, the glories of heaven, and the Divine mani- 
festations as far transcend any earthly creation, as 
created intelligences are less than uncreated per- 
fection. Oh ! might we be so guided and strength- 
ened, that, when we are called to another state of 
existence, it may be 

" Even as the cheerful traveller who goes 
A pleasant journey to a better land." 
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WRITTEN DURING SICKNESS. 

lAlHO has not watched and who has not wept, 

Who has not his vigils of sorrow kept, 
Or wakened but to weep, when the world has slept ! 
Like the shepherd's gathered fold. 

Who has not felt disappointment's sting, 
And the woes which disease and anguish bring, 
When life is fluttering on ephemeral wing, 
In its darkness drear and cold ! 

My feet have pressed old ocean's sands; 
And I have returned from other lands, 
Where Science had reared, with busy hands, 
A fabric fair and free. 

I left the friends I loved so well, 

My departure to mourn and my lot to tell ; 

For wasting disease upon me fell, 

And the world looked sad to me. 

But when, back to my home I came to rest, 
I wept to feel that I was so blessed ; 
Like grieving child that sobs itself to rest ; 
For tears can give relief: 

And it touched the chords of a mother's heart, 
Who saw her son in his strength depart ; 
And the gushing tears for him would start, 
The tears of joy and grief. 
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The violet looked out on the freshness of spring, 
A beautiful, bright and innocent thing ; 
The birds were abroad on their joyous wing, 
And the earth was robed in green : 

She scattered her flowers far up and down, 
Like diamonds that flame on a princess crown ; 
The mountains, " those hills of old renown," 
Rose up in their lofty mien. 

The winds were glad through the joyous trees, 
The song of birds was aloft on the breeze, 
As in hour of boyhood, to warm, to please, 
With their joyous revelry. 

There was balm in the air, o'er the field, through the wood, 
There was joy in the sunshine, the fountain, the flood ; 
For nature was clothed in her loveliest mood — 
But there was no balm for me. 

I saw the young leaves in the spring appear, 
The corn and wheat in the blade, in the ear, 
The promises of summer for a harvest year, 
The husbandman to bless : 

I looked at the flowers as I passed along, 

At the birds of plumage and the birds of song; 

Alone I walked, or mingled in the throng, 

To while life's weariness. 
6* 
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The beautiful flowers of summer are fled, 
The orchard '8 ripe fruitage, of purple or red, 
And autumn's rich dainties, profusely are spread, 
Upon the cheerful board : 

Fallen is the sear and withered leaf, 
Gathered to its garner is the wheaten sheaf, 
Summer has ended and autumn brief, 
And I am not restored ! 

X 

There is joy, there is light, there is peace and love ; 
They come from the home of the blessed above, 
And mercy descends like a heavenly dove, 
In her angel form divine. 

If all is lost I prized on earth, 
There is a brighter pearl, one of countless worth, 
It is found in a new and heavenly birth ; 
Oh, may its price be mine. 

If I have forgotten and do forget, 
I feel that my Saviour loves me yet ; 
And He sometimes comes, with his table set, 
With the choicest fruits for me : 

I have sought to love Him more and more, 
In the world I am journeying a pilgrim o'er; 
More lovely He seemeth than ever before ; 
The man of Calvary, 
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Oh, it hath been, and it is my prayer, 
That I may not be as the hopeless are, 
Who reluctant go, iu doubt and despair, 
To the lone sepulchral clod ! 

That when I have closed this existence brief, 
And this form has faded as autumn leaf, 
My soul may be gathered, as garnered sheaf, 
To rest in the courts of God. 

His health continued in an impaired state, so 
that it was best not to undertake leaving home. 
The two subsequent winters, therefore, were spent 
teaching a select school for young men and women 
at Maple Grove, in which he was assisted by his 
cousins, Zeno C. Taber one winter, and Eliza 
Hoag the other. All connected with that school 
remembered it with deep pleasure. They felt their 
spiritual, as well as intellectual growth, had been 
fostered by their instructor, who won a strong 
hold upon their affections. 

The following summer, he set out on a journey 
to Ohio. The State of New York was crossed on 
the Erie canal, then a great thoroughfare of travel, 
now left to freights. He reached Ohio at a time 
to attend the wedding of his brother, who had pre- 
ceded him. Of that event, he gave- a graphic ac- 
count among his papers, the most novel feature to 
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him being, that the whole company was mounted 
on horseback and rode in couples, customary there 
in those days. That fall, being solicited to take the 
position of lecturer in Mount Pleasant Boarding 
School, with a few classes, he accepted the situa- 
tion as an opening suited to his strength, and re- 
mained connected with that school, much of the 
time, for several years, as lecturer. 

The following are a few extracts from different 
topics, as treated of by him, and convey an idea of 
his general style of discourse. Also, it will be 
seen, that, in imparting knowledge, he ever held 
life's great aim and end as first in thought. One 
address begins as follows : 

" We are drinking together at the pure, deep, 
exhaustless fountain of knowledge, striving to lay 
a firm foundation on which to build the super- 
structure of our mental and moral fabric. Let us 
then briefly glance over the wide and boundless 
field of knowledge spread before us, like the broad, 
rich prairies of our own loved and lovely land, 
attired in graceful robes of native green, inimitably 
beautiful with their adorning of flowers. And close 
by offering a few suggestions respecting our several 
duties to our Maker and to our fellow-man. 

" Through' the agency of Reading is communi- 
cated, not only the unfoldings of nature, the dis- 
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coveries and inventions, the knowledge and wis- 
dom of past ages ; but the revealed origin of all 
things, the mysteries, the veiled glories of the 
unseen world, the attributes of Deity, his dealings 
with the children of men and the knowledge of 
his will as revealed to the prophets of old. 

" Writing, if not purely a branch of science, is 
its art. It is the indestructible picture, the un- 
perishing index of the shadow}- forms of thought, 
giving to spiritual emqtions or sensations, a fixed- 
ness and reality, appreciable only by the same 
spiritual agency, through the eye, which is the 
sensitive material organ of the mind. It enables us 
to embody the feelings agitating our own bosoms, 
and send them through time and space to other 
hearts than ours. In short, it is the undecaying 
record of the workings of the physical, intellectual, 
and spiritual man, by which we hold intercourse 
with w T iser, better minds than ours, registered for 
the w T arning and instruction of others, through all 
coming time. By it, thought acts on thought, or 
goes on errands of mercy and love, to perform the 
circuit of the world. 

"While studying Geography we note the distinct 
races of human beings divided into states, king- 
doms and empires, under various degrees of civili- 
zation, from savage to enlightened life. Also the 
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religions, governments, languages, laws, customs, 
occupations, trades and commerce of those dif- 
ferent nations. This knowledge and reflections 
thereon link us to our race ; we feel the brother- 
hood of our kind, and a deep, abiding interest in 
the full and final renovation of the human mind, 
sunken in ignorance, misery and crime ; while we 
own an emotion almost allied to reverence, for 
spots whereon and localities wherein noble deeds 
were wrought. 

" Sacred History contains the germs of all the 
knowledge essential in life, enduring in death. 
There is breathed the rich outpourings, the sub- 
lime meditations of holy men of old ; the god-like 
thoughts of Heaven appointed and Divinely an- 
ointed patriarchs, prophets, priests and kings. 
There, too, is found the revelation of his will, in 
the w r ords of Deit}* himself to man, the noblest of 
his visible creatures, the delegated lord of this 
lower world. 

" Language is the chief pillar in the temple of 
knowledge, a thorough command of which is in- 
dispensable ; for, upon its harmony, proportion and 
solidity, depends the beauty, stability and strength 
of the edifice. Words are the spoken melody of 
thought, the music of a moved and agitated mind, 
and the vocal types and images of spiritual emana- 
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tions. Sensations are the spirit language, the body of 
thought. Without this body, spirit could have no 
sensible existence ; so, without words, intellectual 
sensations could not become ideas and find ap- 
proximate forms of expression. 

" Why should we be so cautious in the choice of 
our attire, and yet so negligent in selecting appro- 
priate and beautiful forms of speech — the garb of 
the mind ? Language is the mirror of thought ; 
its reflection is the image of the man. 

" The power of expression should be early ac- 
quired, because knowledge, the capital of the soul, 
is comparatively worthless, if, from the intellectual 
treasure, the vault of the mind, we are unable to 
bring up its garnered wealth and scatter it freely 
abroad through the world on missions of mercy 
and truth. 

"Chemistry seems but the opening of another 
door, guiding the lover of nature into the inner 
courts of her august temple, there to behold design 
stamped, no less upon minute, than upon great 
portions of matter, and the continually antagonistic 
principles of chemical affinity and organic life. 
All these are subjects of highest interest, affording 
matter of delightful contemplation, and displaying 
in nature the attributes and wisdom of God. 

" Geology, while explaining the formation and 
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present state of the globe, and the changes which 
have modified or altered its surface, is the anatomy 
of the earth and chronicles its history; dimly it 
discovers what Revelation's cloudless light makes 
certain, that with the great forming Hand, * a 
thousand years are but as a day, and a day as a 
thousand years.' 

"Earth might have existed unenlivened by her 
choirs of forest songsters, without her carpet of 
* living green,' and unadorned with her tapestry of 
flowers. But the ear, the eye, the taste of man, 
are supplied with beauty, melody, sweetness ; while, 
for all these, he returns to his Great Benefactor 
only the unspoken or almost forgotten homage of 
his heart. Yet, who has not been softened and 
tendered, made wiser and better by flowers, those 
living preachers of their Maker's goodness, whose 
perfumes ever ascending as incense, an offering to 
the munificent Author of their beauty and fra- 
grance. Their continual creation progressing, not 
less mysteriously than when the Almighty Fiat 
first spake and it was done. 

"But, if the contemplation of these 'his lower 
works,' affords such a rich fund of intellectual 
enjoyment, what should be our emotions, when 
we, finite inhabitants of earth, by the aid of the 
world-revealing tube, scale far, far into the track- 
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less depths of star illumined space, and look upon 
other distant worlds, clothed with vegetation, in- 
habited by unknown intelligences of another grade, 
and upon other luminous orbs, each the centre of 
systems of planetary worlds, compared with which 
our own is but a single particle of light, to the 
combined effulgence of tens of thousands of irra- 
diating suns. But, in these mysteries of the heavens, 
the perfection of which are faintly conjectured by 
our finite natures, are dimly shadowed forth the 
infinitudes and perfect abilities of the Almighty 
Creator. 

" The affections and passions of human intelli- 
gences, their endowments, capacities and capabili- 
ties for improvement, the complex nature and 
operations of the human soul, should be made 
subjects of careful investigation. Yet mystery is 
written upon every page of man's intellectual 
history. It can only be solved by a ray from Him 
in whose image he was first created. 

"Need I here allude to Ethics or Moral Phil- 
osophy, and its usefulness in discovering our 
several relations in society, that we may perform 
our various and ever-varying duties to our fellow- 
man, to trace the principles, motives and rightful 
ends of all our actions? In this fertile and pro- 
ductive field of investigation, we are almost tread- 
7 
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ing upon sacred ground. Moral Philosophy is the 
daughter of Christianity, and should be treated 
with the respect due her Divine parentage. Shall 
I enlarge ? 

" The whole moral code is beautifully written as 
it fell, simple and pure, from the lips of Eternal 
Truth, on the astonished, the listening ears of the 
gathered and waiting multitudes, surrounding the 
homeless Redeemer of men upon Mount Olivet. 
Truth is indestructible — it survives — Christianity 
descended from Heaven." 

In speaking of our nation and the subject of 
peace, he says : " The Declaration of Rights and 
the Constitution of these United JStates, very far 
short, as they are, of the unadulterated precepts of 
Christianity, are yet centuries in advance of the 
principles and policy of European Governments. 
Doubtless, it was the design of an overruling Provi- 
dence, that the native Indian of America should 
give place to civilization and Christianity; that 
i The wilderness and solitary place shall be glad 
for them ; and the desert rejoice, and blossom as 
the rose.' But, this has been accomplished too 
frequently, by a wicked exterminating policy, for 
which we may yet be visited by the retributive 
justice of an avenging Ruler. 

" The government of William Penn rose as a 
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day-star in the morning of Liberty, whose light 
can never fade. Of his enduring treaty with the 
Indians, an infidel Voltaire could say, it was the 
only one that was not ratified by an oath, and the 
only one that was not broken. 

" But, I must not here forget the zealous labors 
of a persecuted, imprisoned and suffering Barclay 
and Fox y their Heaven-instructed coadjutors and 
followers in the great cause of universal benevo- 
lence and peace and love, w T hile proscription, cor- 
ruption and priestcraft were rife throughout the 
land. With the exception of a single sect, they 
alone, with that faith which overcomes the world, 
have dared to proclaim fully the glad tidings of 
the Gospel of Peace. Posterity will yet be true to 
their worth. Their principles and labors are be- 
ginning to be appreciated; and, although the dim 
twilight of the sun of peace gleams but faintly 
across our beclouded horizon ; yet, it presages the 
speedy and bright dawning of a better, a more joy- 
ous day. < For the earth shall be filled with the 
knowledge of the glory of the Lord, as the w 7 aters 
cover the sea.' " 

His great confidence in the constructive genius 
of man, is manifested in the following assertion, 
made when discoursing upon motive pow r ers : 

"The invention of the steam-engine, its applica- 
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tion to boats and cars, are proud eras in the un- 
paralleled improvements of the nineteenth century. 
But, electro-magnetism may yet supercede its as- 
tonishing force; and, spurning the earth's control, 
man may yet ride, in triumph and security, upon 
the wings of the wind." 

In preface to a conclusion, he says: "You will 
now permit me to close with the closing year, by 
remarks not altogether inappropriate to the subject 
and the occasion. 

" Yet, a few days, and we who are now gathered 
with feelings of reciprocal delight, wending studi- 
ously our way along the cool and refreshing, but 
meandering streams of knowledge, whose banks 
are clothed with perennial green and adorned with 
unfading flowers, shall be separated, each to jour- 
ney a devious way, through the rugged, untried 
paths of life. With pleasing retrospection, shall 
we not then sometimes turn away, forgetful of its 
cares and sorrows, to remember these few days as 
among the most pleasant and profitable moments 
of our existence ? 

" Even now I see the tear trembling in answer 
to the deep feeling of congenial hearts, at the sad 
prospect of an approaching separation, that may 
have no meeting this side the grave. O, have we 
ever indulged the solemn thought, at the parting 
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farewell hour, that we may be pressing for the last 
time the trembling hand, and hearing the last low, 
broken tones of the voice, catching the last warm 
glance of the speaking eye of a kindred spirit ; no 
more to meet, until divested of humanity, beyond 
the dark curtains of death, we are robed in the 
garments of the children of God. 

" We shall soon go out to struggle with the stern, 
the sober realities, and sustain the important re- 
lation of life. Well will it be for us if we shall 
faithfully accomplish our work. Time, talents, 
food, equipage — everything should be made sub- 
servient to goodness and truth. 

" Neither should the acquisition of knowledge, 
alone, be the sole end and aim of pursuit; for, 
then, like the devotees of pleasure, wealth or 
power, we should be living for ourselves, rather 
than for the good of our fellow-man. How worth- 
less all the learning and the wealth of this world, 
compared with that enduring wisdom which is 
from above ! 

" A good name, * more to be desired than riches,' 
can only be earned by years of faithfulness, a long 
course of upright conduct ; but it may be lost, ir- 
retrievably lost, in a single unwatchful hour. The 
habits we now form, the feelings we indulge, the 

temper we cultivate, will be likely to accompany 
7* 
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us through life. Life is the commencing-point of 
the infinite line — eternity. During its moments, 
all we can do, is to prepare for that endless journey. 
A few more changes of seasons, a few more revo- 
lutions of the earth and returns of the day we com- 
memorate, and we shall pass, as the shadows of a 
setting sunbeam, and be forgotten. 

" None will pause upon the grass, green above 
our mouldering dust, now the mansions of these 
spirits, to ask the names of the departed, or to 
weep over their memories. And what then will 
be beauty, riches, fame, knowledge, genius; the 
ephemeral splendors of kings and courts, the glitter 
and tinsel of crowns; any and every worldly ac- 
quirement and enjoyment, in comparison with that 
felicity, and those imperishable treasures reserved 
for the faithful in the kingdom of God, * the house 
not made with hands, eternal in the heavens.' And, 
in conclusion, may we so live, that when * spring 
is over, summer ended, harvest past,' the soul un- 
robed of its earthly tenement, it may be clothed in 
the garments of light, and eternally enjoy the frui- 
tion of happiness in that Celestial City, the New 
Jerusalem, made forever joyful by the heavenly 
songs of beautified and adoring spirits." 

The summer of 1841 was spent with William 
Kennard, as companion on a religious visit through 
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portions of Michigan, New York, Upper Canada, 
Vermont and Pennsylvania, on which journey they 
travelled over three thousand miles and attended 
a hundred meetings. Those were the days of 
stages and canal boats ; therefore it took about six 
months to accomplish the trip. 

In an account kept of those travels, he speaks of 
a small meeting they attended in New York, where, 
for the first time, he spoke in public. His text 
was: "Be watchful, and strengthen the things 
which remain, that are ready to die: for I have 
not found thy works perfect before God." u Re- 
member, therefore, from whence thou art fallen, 
and repent, and do the first works ; or else I will 
come unto thee quickly, and will remove thy candle- 
stick out of his place, except thou repent." 

We notice the leading thought of this text is the 
Christian's duty to " strengthen the things which 
remain, that are ready to die;" a feeling which ac- 
companied him all his life. He had a living and 
realizing sense of the brotherhood of man; and 
that a true Christian is ever lenient toward the 
erring, with a gentle, sympathetic spirit, striving 
to aid them back to the right, remembering the 
command to forgive, but not to condemn. Even 
to those of other religious beliefs, he was often 
drawn to speak a word of cheer, to strengthen the 
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weak, struggling soul, seeking after a better life. 
When in the vicinity of Buffalo, mention is made 
of a call at the workshop of S. W. Then the 
statement : " Oh ! such a sweet, heavenly oppor- 
tunity. William appeared in supplication, the 
promise being verified, * Where two or three are 
gathered together in my name, there am I in the 
midst of them.' We left, satisfied, comforted, and 
could set up our Ebenezer, and say, ' hitherto the 
Lord hath helped us. ' Our hearts have been knit 
together. We have broken the bread of life in 
heavenly places in Christ Jesus, and the waters 
from the well-springs of salvation have been sweet." 

When in Upper Canada, he speaks of their 
travelling thirty-six miles one day, to attend an 
appointed meeting the next, and holding two 
family sittings meantime; one before dinner, the 
other after; the last fourteen miles over a rough, 
hard road, ten of which was through a continuous 
woods. W. K. was taken ill that night, and the 
next day could not attend the meeting. 

" I went alone," he says, " with a heavy heart. 
Little did I think such would be my lot ; the sym- 
pathy of Friends at home was remembered. To 
me it was an humbling time ; but we were not left 
without a witness. In much brokenness, I in- 
formed the little company, many of whom, I was 
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afterwards told, were young Hicksites, of our dis- 
appointment in not being there together. I cited 
their attention to the great Minister of ministers, 
to the time when, 'the doors being shut, then 
came Jesus, and stood in the midst, and said, 
Peace be unto you,' with considerable more, and 
near the close, addressed, especially, the little com- 
pany of Friends. I returned with a peaceful mind." 

They were detained at Uxbridge over a week. 
Part of the time William was threatened with 
serious illness, but did not wish a doctor sent for 
— the nearest one being eighteen miles away. Es- 
pecially on this occasion, L. T. felt his great re- 
sponsibility; to increase its weight, there were but 
two families, and some parts of families in the 
place w T ho were Friends. And that tedious four- 
teen miles, mostly through the woods, to the next 
nearest Friend. In speaking of which he says : 
" Our trust is still in Him whom we believe has 
thus called us into his vineyard to labor. And our 
Master will not leave us in the midst of our jour- 
ney. My prayer unto Him is, that He will preserve 
us, and in his own good time, give us the gar- 
ments of praise for the spirit of heaviness." Not 
our wills ; but thine, God ! be done. 

Opened this morning at the forty-sixth Psalm, 
the reading of which was comforting. 
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Again on their way, after mentioning several 
important meetings, one is spoken of, as of unusual 
interest. Our meeting for worship, Fifth-day, was 
an humble, watering time, the stone was rolled 
from the well's mouth. W. and E. were favored ; 
my mind was deeply exercised. An aged Friend 
discoursed upon the awfulness of speaking in the 
assemblies of the people. 

I stood up in great humility, and brake the 
sweet, sacred and solemn silence which had gath- 
ered over the assembly, by stating my belief, that 
some of us had almost heard the language that 
saluted the ear of Moses when the " bush burned 
with fire and was not consumed." " Put off thy 
shoes from off thy feet, for the place whereon thou 
standest is holy ground," alluding to the favored, 
solemn nature of spiritual worship, when we hold 
communion with the Lord of lords and King of 
kings. After addressing the young people, closed 
by citing the injunction; " Little children, love one 
another; love the Lord Jesus." 

H. W. concluded by fervent supplication ; and 
thanksgiving ascended from this blessed meeting. 

Mention is made of how his feelings were touched 
by a call upon an aged, infirm widow who had lost 
all but one son, of a large family. " William was 
largely drawn out in expressions of encourage- 



Louis Taber's Life. 83 

ment. She was much broken and wept tears of 
joy, and said: "Now my prayer has been answered, 
for you have come to visit me, a poor, infirm crea- 
ture." 

Upon reaching Vermont, they were pained by 
the information that Margaret Wright had been 
drowned, when returning from Toronto, with her 
husband, where they had been to convey them 
on their journey. " She was a lovely Friend, and 
this was unexpected and melancholy intelligence." 
L. T. addressed the following sympathetic lines to 
her husband : 

TO WILLIAM WRIGHT. 

I 1H, there have been meetings we may not forget! 

Oh, there have been partings, we long must deplore! 
And bitter bereavements— death's seal hath been set 
On the loved and the lovely who bless us no more. 

When the weary and worn in Truth's holiest cause, 
The lone mourners of Zion in love would address, 

How rejoiced are their spirits to meet, where He draws, 
His ministering angels who comfort and bless ! 

Such was our glad meeting, sojourners with you ; 

Oh, such was our parting from thee and from thine, 
Who is gathered, we trust, with the faithful, the few, 

To the garners of God in his kingdom Divine. 
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May the Father of spirits be guardian o'er me : 

His holier biddings must all be obeyed ; 
His light is a lamp to my feet, and before me 

It shines ; may I follow through sun and through shade: 

Through trials, pains, pleasures, through joy and through 

« 

sadness, 
Through the valley of death and its shadow of gloom, 
To the eternal regions of glory and gladness, 

Beyond the dark grave and the still, lonely tomb. 

Where the songs of sanctified spirits ascending 

Exultingly sound o'er ethereal plain, 
To our God and Redeemer, to glory transcending ; 

There friendship, love, joy, peace, eternally reign. 

Thus the sunshine and shadows of life, the joys 
of meeting and the griefs of parting, moved over 
this journey. 

They now proceeded with their visits through 
the eastern part of New York, which was the third 
time they had been in that State. While there, 
mention is made of seeing the homes of some of 
his Hoag ancestors; also Nine Partners Boarding 
School, in which place he met a former friend 
from Providence, who was an instructor there. 

Some time was spent in the city of New York, 
from which place they proceeded to meetings 
in the order of their occurrence and location; 
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then went to Philadelphia, after visiting some in 
Pennsylvania; returned home by way of Pitts- 
burgh to Wheeling, W. Va. In his memoranda, 
particular note is taken of Stanford, in New York, 
the home of Sarah Hull, wife of Henry Hull, who 
died, when on a religions visit in Ohio, near 
Barnesville, at the house of Benjamin Hoyle. 

"Her home is finely situated on an elevation 
surrounded by large trees. She has just lost an 
amiable daughter, Mary, aged twenty-one. i My 
last earthly hope and comfort,' said she, * but I am 
resigned ; let Him do as seemeth Him good.' " In 
the following, L. T. expressed his feelings for her 
in her bereavements. 

And was thy spirit's anguish spoken, 

In resignation to thy Lord ; 
When the " golden bowl was broken," 

And was " loosed the silver cord ? " 

Thou beheld thy lovely daughter, 
In trust, with calm, unclouded sight, 

Ascend, to drink the living water 

That flows beneath the throne of light. 

With wings of faith like angel pinions, 
Her ransomed spirit seemed to soar 

Where princes, powers, thrones, dominions, 
Praise and adore forever more. 
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Thy faithful consort heard the summons, 
Far from thine own, thy daughter's love ; 
" Cease, in my vineyard here to labor, 
Come, rest with me and mine above." 

Bereaved, afflicted, weary hearted, 
Gone is earth's precious, loveliest gem ; 

Lament meet for the dear departed, 
Soon shalt thou be gathered to them. 

44 At Sarah Hull's : — This is a time calculated to 
elicit serious reflection. My thirtieth year is fin- 
ished. At the longest, nearly half .my days are 
numbered, and it may be, I have but little time to 
stay below. Since my last birthday, I have taken 
a very important and responsible step in my pro- 
gress Zionward, having been called to be mouth 
for the Lord unto the people. How solemn, how 
weighty, and sometimes, I have said, how awful, 
is such an engagement. ' Let him that nameth 
the name of Jesus, depart from iniquity.' 

44 Teach me, O Lord, so to number my days that 
I may apply my heart unto wisdom. 4 Once more 
acknowledging Thy goodness ; in humility and 
faith, do I dedicate myself to Thee, and give up all 
for Thy cause. Forgive my transgressions, blot out 
my iniquities from the Book of Remembrance. 
Preserve me from falling; let me be numbered 
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with Thy adopted children. Make me an heir of 
Thy salvation, that so I may, at last, enter through 
the pearl gates, into Thy holy city, and have a right 
to the tree of Life, which is in the midst of Thy 
paradise, O, God. Amen." 

It is mentioned -that, at Oswego Monthly Meet- 
ing, Wra. K. was silent during the first meeting, 
and his companion felt it right to speak of the 
Prophet Elijah when he went into the wilderness, 
willing to die. But, at the close of the last meet- 
ing, the shutters were raised ; William then imparted 
his message to the people. Thus, this devoted 
servant was called to heed closely, time, as well as 
place, to give forth counsel to the seeking throng ; 
and none dared question his Master's mandate. 

In another memoranda, L. says : " William at 
Select Meeting. I have renewedly felt my own un- 
worthiness; and fervent desires have been raised 
that I might not finally fall, like some, who ' have 
tasted the good word ' of life, 4 and the powers of 
the world to come;' but that, how far soever, I might 
stray from the Father's house, I might, by terrible 
things in righteousness, be brought at last home 
to God. 

" Hear me, O, Lord ! in this thing, and never 
leave me or forsake me. Search me and know 
my thoughts. Purify me and make me clean; 

8* 



90 Glirr\pses of 

and teach me to be willing to suffer for Thy name's 
sake, even the loss of all things ; Aye ! and my 
own life, also : Give me patience to abide all the 
turnings of Thy hand upon me : direct my steps 
in Thy fear. Be to me a Father and a friend; 
for I have none other in the heavens above, or the 
earth beneath, unto whom I can look but unto 
Thee. 

" O, Thou Most High ! unto whom, with my Re- 
deemer, be ascribed the glory now and forever. 
Amen." 

At the conclusion of this journey, he writes : 
" Attended Short Creek Monthly Meeting. Re- 
turned my certificate and offered returning min- 
utes, rejoicing to feel relieved from further service, 
and filled with thankfulness and peace. ' The 
Lord is my Shepherd, I shall not want.' ' O ! 
praise the Lord for He is good, for his mercy en- 
dureth forever.' " 

Again he returned to his position in Friend's 
Boarding School, at Mount Pleasant, where life 
friendships were formed. The following are a few 
selections from some of his manuscripts written 
during that time. 

" In the words of the great Apostle to the Gen- 
tiles, himself skilled in all the learning of his time : 
'By grace are ye saved, through faith; and that 
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not of yourselves: it is the gift of God.' Are 
there not many, might I but hope all, here gath- 
ered, who are resolved, through the guidance and 
protection of a holier, better Spirit ; indulging in no 
unguarded thoughts, losing no moment of swiftly 
passing time, to hold on their upward way ; that, 
in future years, none shall be able to point a re- 
proachful finger to a single stain on the fair tablet 
of their youthful characters. Thus may we emu- 
late those noble spirits gone before us; who are 
resting ' from their labors, and their works do 
follow them.' For turning many to righteousness, 
they are shining as stars in the firmanent, to burn on 
with increasing brightness forever ; leaving an im- 
press upon their age; for, with spotless names, 
they scattered abroad in the earth their light, a 
glorious reflection from the ethereal vault of heav- 
en's immaculate Son. 

" How noble, how exalted, the condition of that 
man, indigent, obscure, neglected though he be, 
who enjoys daily the favors, the friendships, the 
guidance and the protection of our Father in heav- 
en, who is not unmindful of us. His guiding hand 
is over and around his children. His blessing and 
protection have rested, and do rest upon this place. 
May the incense of gratitude be offered upon the 
altar of our hearts, to Him who has been pleased 
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to have us all in his holy keeping. We need not 
despair. For why should we reverence, adore and 
hope, if there be not a God we should serve, a 
heaven we should seek, and an eternity of bliss we 
may enjoy. 

" And, when the ideas of a gracious God, and a 
happy eternity illuminate the mind, humbled by 
its own imperfections, yet sustained by the purity 
of a holier Spirit, the soul is cheered, animated, 
exalted. It goes forth conscious of its own superi- 
ority, and its higher destinies. It rejoices, nay, 
exults in the prospect of a glorious immortality. 
It looks upon its present state as the starting place 
in its bright career of existence, a moment in com- 
parison with the endless ages of blessedness reserved 
for the faithful. That, in all our pursuits, we may 
remember the great end of existence, and so live 
as to escape the woes, and enjoy the happiness 
of eternity, should be our constant watchful prayer, 
if we would at last be found worthy of the exalted 
society of the Redeemed. 

" Let us then look thankfully up to God, not only 
that we are made spectators of His visible mani- 
festations of wisdom, goodness and power, but 
that He has graciously condescended, through the 
atoning blood of the dear Redeemer, to adopt us 
as sons and daughters, to watch over us with filial 
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regard ; so that, finally, c when the trials of this 
brief existence' shall be over, He shall decree for 
us a mansion in His presence, i an inheritance 
among all them which are sanctified.' 

"On us devolves the high responsibility of deliv- 
ering down to other times, in all their loveliness, 
beauty and truth, those high and holy principles, 
the peaceful enjoyment of which was purchased 
for us hy our forefathers' sufferings, imprisonments 
and death. And should we refuse this ease in the 
support of our Great High Priest's cause, others, 
from the highways of the world, will be compelled 
to come, and partake His rich bounties. Strangers 
will come in and be our plowmen and our vine 
dpessers, and we shall be aliens. 

" How far the consolations of the Spirit of Truth 
surpass the satisfaction knowledge can bestow ! 
How much better to serve in the armies of the 
Living God, than to reign in the kingdoms of men ! 
Who would exchange a name emblazoned on the 
pages of history, for one enrolled in the Lamb's 
book of Life ! And how utterly worthless, all the 
learning of this world, ' the fashions of which 
passeth away,' compared with true, abiding, heav- 
enly and Divine wisdom, enduring eternal as that 
God whence all goodness emanates." 

In speaking of religious reading, he says : " Do 
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we not receive more true satisfaction from reading 
and contemplating the lives and characters of the 
martyrs and primitive believers, as well as modern 
Christians, than from almost any other source? 
How often do we turn away from the perusal of 
these invaluable records of trials, sufferings, im- 
prisonments, deaths, and final triumphs of faith, 
with mingled tears of sympathy and gratitude! 
The reading of such works, can hardly fail to 
kindle in the heart the most fervent love of piety. 
When confemplating these bright examples, we 
cannot avoid the aspiration, ' While I live, let me 
live to Thy glory;' and when I die, 'let me die 
the death of the righteous ; and let my last end be 
like his.' The time will come, when it will not 
so much avail what kind of food we have eaten, or 
what manner of clothes we have worn, as with 
what sort of garments we have endeavored to dress 
our immortal souls." 

Subsequently, he married Mary Ann, only daugh' 
ter of John C. and Rachel Hill, members of Short 
Creek Monthly and Particular Meetings, whom 
he took to visit during that summer, his relatives 
in the New England States. With her ascended 
the summit of the Green Mountains, and found 
pleasure in her delight when gazing, for the first 
time, upon the grand panorama of earth and sky 
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which there spreads all majestically, before the 
admiring beholder. 

The following year, they located within the vi- 
cinity of Mount Pleasant, in her ancestral abode, 
where their united lives were spent. At that time 
it was a desirable situation, being easily accessible 
to Monthly, Quarterly and Yearly Meetings, also 
the Friend's Boarding School, in which his interest 
continued, making it a central location, favored by 
the religious and social intercourse of Friends in 
general. 

His natural fondness for literature remained with 
him all his days. The wronged sons of Africa 
always had his ardent sympathy, and a number 
of his poems were called forth by feelings for them. 
When, at last, their freedom came, gratitude filled 
his soul, and a sense of thankfulness that he had 
been permitted to see the day of their deliverance, 
which was more than his most sanguine hopes had 
dared to anticipate. 

The following was written for an Anti-Slavery 
Society of Peru, New York. In 1839 the Starks- 
boro and Lincoln Anti-Slavery Society, of which 
Pearley Hill was Secretary, printed it with their 
reports in " The Voice of Freedom," a paper pub- 
lished in Mohtpelier, Vermont. 
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TO WOMEN'S ANTI-SLAVERY SOCIETY. 

\ /OTARIES in Freedom's cause, well done ! ye met 
Where treads the way-worn pilgrim's weary feet, 
To worship God ; his bounteous blessings crave 
Upon the stricken, outcast, helpless slave : 
Moved by some guardian angel from above, 
Ye proved a brother's, sister's fervent love. 
Let Christian tyrants turn a scorning ear 
On woman's voice, yet heaven descends to hear ; 
Still God and angels, pleased look down to see 
Her prayers arise, to set the captive free. 

In halls of Science, her burning lamp has shone 
In virtue's cause, pre-eminent, alone : 
The gift of nations has been her rich dower ; 
With wisdom she has held the reins of power. 
History records the tale of Truth Divine, 
Of thrones adorned by many a Catharine ; 
God grant her, in His mysterious plan, 
To shed, of old, prophetic light on man. 
When Esther heard captive Judea's cry, 
She dared to do one righteous deed and die ! 
The monarch feared the God his Queen adored, 
And woman saved a nation from the sword. 

Now will she rest — her glorious cause begun ? 
May not her's do what woman's voice has done? 
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When the fierce Volsci carried sword and fire, 

To sate the fury of his father's ire, 

Veturia's tears enchained the conquering host ; 

And Rome was saved — her exiled son was lost. 

Have not our mothers Veturia's zeal? 

Have not their sons the Roman heart to feel ? 

When wicked hands the son of God betrayed, 
Who the great ransom upon Calvary paid, 
All, all forsook the Saviour's cross, save her 
Whom angels found first at the sepulchre. 
If persecution's awful darts were hurled 
To desolate, with fire and blood, the world ; 
Her soul, unmoved, true to her God's command, 
Would joyful rise by the expiring brand ; 
Sword, famine, faggot, drew her faithful breath, 
Her love was stronger than the bands of death ; 
Even our own glorious land has not been clear, 
Here she has suffered — she must suffer here. 

Firm she has stood in Freedom's holy cause, 

And nation's hail her light with deep applause. 

Though Briton's flag in glory is unfurled, 

On every sea, o'er all the admiring world ; 

Yet, not till woman's warning voice was heard, 

The mighty Lion from his lair was stirred ; 

He rose in strength — and Afric's sons were free, 

From Cuba's shores to India's farthest sea. 

Can woman sleep ! while tyranny abroad 
9 
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Scourges the image of the living God? 

No, there are those who plead for sorrow's child : 

There is one "oasis" in our desert wild. 

Her tongue and pen have told, in accents strong, 

The captive's sufferings and our country's wrong. 

Twin stars of hope and mercy have not set, 

In Shipley, Wool man, Brown and Benezet. 

Up, then, in might ! for why should we despair, 
Since Freedom's, voice has rent the fields of air? 
Ye now are girded for the battle-field — 
Go forth and conquer — God will be your shield ; 
For tongues may cease, and knowledge all may fail ; 
But Truth is mighty, and it will prevail. 
Let mingling prayers from shore to shore resound, 
Till heaven's broad concave trembles at the sound, 
And nations rise, in superhuman might, 
Moved by the sighs that reach the throne of light. 

But from his home shall Freedom's slave be torn, 
Back o'er the indignant ocean billows born ? 
Is there no rest for Ethiopia's child, 
Twice robbed of his right, twice from home exiled ? 
He must not cross the dark unfathomed sea, 
The land that gave him birth shall make him free ! 
Afric still bleeds, scourged by her conquering foes — 
There Thebes and Carthage in their pride arose ; 
Her sons may do more than their fathers did, 
But not in temple, tower and pyramid. 
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And shall the tongue that tells the tale of wrong,. 
In burning words of eloquence and song, 
Partake the sweets their bitter toil supplies, 
And own a deed the feeling heart denies ? 
And will we stoop, the unfettered limb, to wear 
The fruits of Afric's writhing and despair? 
No — by the stripes to bleeding captives given, 
By Freedom's gift, the glorious boon of heaven, 
By those who, dauntless, mammon's curse withstood ; 
We will be guiltless of our brother's blo<5d. 
We will not bribe the master of the slave, 
Nor feed the vampires on Freedom's grave. 

Has the dark reign of despotism come, 
Must tongue, and pen, and press, and soul be dumb ; 
Was it our fathers gave this temple birth, 
Their faithless children trample to the earth ; 
Will we yield up the high and holy trust, 
When Law, and Right, and Truth are in the dust? 

But hark! it comes! — the awful cry of blood, 
From the green banks of Mississippi's flood ; 
Truth's champion stands — his sword the demon draws — 
A martyr falls in sacred Freedom's cause ! 
Oppressed, the winds that warning voice will bear 
O'er land and wave, far through the troubled air ; 
Till trembling echo, strange responsive, brings 
Back from the shores of Europe's haughty kings. 
And see! that noble, fearless, faithful band 
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Trusting in God, with martyr courage stand; 
While Faith and Hope rise o'er the gathering ire, 
As Freedom's temple falls, a funeral pyre. 
Trembling, we turn and ask our fellow-men ; 
Is this the soil — are these the sons of Penn ? 

Oh, must the archives of our country tell, 
That here its more than Roman virtue fell ! 
So she began, in dark oppression's hour, 
To enslave the \vorld — her minions had the power ; 
Then subjected millions' gathered wrath was hurled ; 
And Rome was conquered by a conquered world. 
Till slavery's crime and foul oppression cease, 
And Freedom's voice proclaims the song of peace 
By angels sung, on Bethlehem's sacred plain, 
Pray for Mercy, Truth and Love's triumphant reign. 

The tempest which swept over our beloved So- 
ciety and culminated in 1854 was a long felt, keen 
and bitter trial to his soul. A grief that hung 
about him with poignancy to his dying day. 

Although he had full' faith in the Apostolic as- 
sertion, " in every nation, he that feareth Him, and 
worketh righteousness, is accepted with Him;" 
and that the Redeemed should be gathered from 
every land, of all Christian creeds; yet he was 
deeply convinced that the Society of Friends had 
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an especial place to fill in the world. To them 
had been delegated the sacred trust of upholding 
a faith in that close communion of the spirit of 
man with his Maker in that highest type of wor- 
ship, which draws away from all externals and 
from all futile endeavors of voice and words. Yet 
he looked upon those who saw things in a different 
light with a spirit of utmost Christian charity, that 
charity which is essential to all believers. His 
sorrow was the fact, that many things had been 
neglected and set aside by those who should have 
been champions in the cause of our distinguishing 
faith. 

The subject was never canvassed by him on 
paper; but he poured out his heart in a prayer 
which portrays some of his feelings thereon. 

A PRAYER 

FOR THE RESTORATION AND PRESERVATION 

OF THE CHURCH. 

O, Lord, thou alone art a God hearing prayer, 
long waiting to show Thyself very gracious to the 
children of men, and dispensing judgment and 
mercy unto the thousands who wait upon Thy 
name and call upon Thee. Under an humbling 
sense of their unworthiness thus to approach Thee, 
do a remnant of Thy children bow in supplication 
before Thy throne, desiring to commemorate Thy 
9* 



102 Glirr\pses of 

goodness, Thy long suffering kindness, and Thy 
very gracious dealings unto those who are still 
permitted to be here in the land of the living, and 
again enabled and permitted to prostrate themselves 
in solemn supplication before Thee* 

O, Righteous Father! we have been made at 
this season, as aforetime, when our spirits have 
been thus bowed before Thee, to remember how 
Thou wast pleased to take our forefathers, out of 
spiritual Egypt, and from a house of bondage, with 
an outstretched hand and a mighty arm, and how 
Thou preserved, kept and sustained them through 
cruel persecutions, imprisonments and deaths, faith- 
ful unto Thee. For Thou made them ever willing 
to lay down their lives for the testimony of Jesus. 
And their faithfulness unto Thee, and their suf- 
ferings for the Truth still stand as a precious memo- 
rial before us. 

Most Holy Shepherd of Israel ! Thou who of old 
" leddest Joseph as a flock," we have been made 
also to remember how Thou took'st a portion of 
this, thy people, even as by the hand, and led'st 
them across the Great Deep, and planted them 
here in the wilderness with Thy children of the 
forest, and made their enemies to be at peace with 
them, and " the wilderness and the solitary place 
to be glad for Him, and the desert to rejoice and 
to blossom again as the rose." Where, also, Thou 
continued'st, from season to season, to water and 
to feed them, and lead them, and spread them 
abroad over the land, until they become a people 
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to Thy praise, and one amongst whom Thou wast 
delighted to place Thy name. 

And we have not forgotten, Most Merciful Fa- 
ther ! how Thou wast still around about this por- 
tion of Thy people, to preserve a goodly remnant 
alive in the Truth, and faithful unto Thee, both 
" through evil and through good report," in that 
sorrowful season when the cruel spoiler was per- 
mitted to lay waste Zion, and " many were offended 
in Him, and went away and walked no more with 
Jesus/' 

And now, O, Gracious Father ! while we are 
thus again humbled by the turning and the over- 
turnings of Thy holy and chastening hand upon 
us, still be pleased, we entreat Thee, to remember 
us for good ; look down with compassion upon 
Thy land and pity Thy people. Raise up judges 
as at the first and counsellors as at the beginning, 
and make this portion of Thy Zion a beauty and 
an excellency, " the joy and the praise of the whole 
earth."' 

We acknowledge, Lord ! that it is through 
unfaithfulness to Thee and to Thy truth, that trials 
and tribulation and anguish of spirit have been 
permitted again to overtake us, and we are sor- 
rowfully separated, in our approaches thus unto 
Thee, from some of our dear brethren and sisters, 
once members of the same household of faith, and 
with whom, in days that are past, we have taken 
sweet council together, and gone up unto Thy 
house in company. 



104 Glirr\pses of 

Compassionate Father of Life ! we are all alike 
children of Thy care, objects of Thy divine and 
Fatherly regard, and of the atoning blood of the 
Lamb Immaculate, the dear Redeemer of men, and 
have none to whom we may look with hope of 
salvation, save to Thee, 0, Lord, alone ! 

And, though we may be constrained to travel 
lonely and different journeys through this vale of 
tears, towards the holy habitation of Thy house ; 
yet, be pleased, we most humbly beseech Thee, if, 
through lives of faithfulness unto Thee, and the 
atoning blood of " the Lamb, slain from the foun- 
dation of the world," we shall be found worthy, 
when the trials, the changes, and the separations 
of this passing scene shall be over, and the angel 
of death shall be sent to our earthly dwellings, to 
gather our immortal spirits again together, into 
Thy eternal kingdom of rest, and of peace, forever 
to repose in Thy open arms of everlasting love ! 
where we may be permitted to join with the "just 
of all generations," and with that " innumerable 
company before Thy throne," out of every nation, 
and kindred and tongue and people, in the ascrip- 
tions of salvation, and glory, and honor, and pow- 
er, and dominion, unto Thee and to the Lamb, 
forever. Amen. 

The clear sense of justice which be possessed 
was manifested by his views of dealing with offend- 
ers. For he always remembered that our Great 
High Priest came to save that which was lost ; that, 
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therefore, it is the pre-eminent duty of every Chris- 
tian to seek to reclaim the erring, and never judge 
hastily or harshly. The Proverb, "Death and life 
are in the power of the tongue, and they that love 
it shall eat the fruit thereof," had vast meaning 
for him. 

The power of a cold, unfeeling word upon the 
tender young life to blight its growth, and the 
power of a sympathetic word, prompted by the 
Son of Righteousness to warm expiring life in a 
feeble soul, and rouse higher endeavors, were fully 
felt. The power of words to change the current 
of feeling and cast a gloom over untold years, had 
a weight with him which caused assiduous guard 
to be kept over his expressions on any personal 
topic that might, in the remotest, affect another. 

Words have power to make the difference of a 
life time. 

His silent and meek endurance of misrepresenta- 
tion was an example. Under unjust report, not 
returning a word of reproach to the accuser. Upon 
such, he expressed himself as follows : 
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SLANDER. 

lAi HO has not felt, for all the good must feel, 

The deadly wound made by aspersion's force ; 
And slander's fang, like Upas-poisoned steel, 
Has chilled the life's warm current in its course. 

Delirious anguish, past the mind's control, 
Hearts full of grief, almost to bursting, know 

The bitter tortures of a stricken soul, 

That dares not speak, or will not own its woe. 

Why should we name, what only yields regret ? 

These wounds must bleed while hate and envy live. 
Our wrongs we feel, and never can forget ; 

Wrongs that a Christian only can forgive. 

But noble souls have borne these transient ills, 
With dauntless hearts the tide of life withstood : 

His cup of wrath the vengeful spoiler fills, 

But truth will triumph for the great and good. 

Then grieve no more, lashed by aspersion's rod ; 

There are who love, that yet are worthy thee : 
Serve thou well the Church of Israel's God, 

And her applause thy lasting meed shall be. 
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Writing upon the subject of " Carelessness," he 
says : — " In our intercourse with friends, how often 
has it happened, that in an unguarded moment, 
when it may be, passion has been allowed undue 
ascendency, an unkind word, a cold reply or an 
ungenerous look has alienated the affections of one 
whom we loved, and laid the foundation of future 
distrust for which no acknowledgments or con- 
cessions can fully atone ! Confidence once lost 
cannot be easily regained ; we are left unavailingly 
to reflect, ' it was our own carelessness.' 

" But, no class of persons have more cause to 
lament their inconsiderateness, than those who 
have sought, and it* may be, obtained, an abun- 
dance of this world's goods. For ' they that will 
be rich, fall into temptation and a snare.' 

" The man of the world engages in the pursuit 
of business, amasses wealth, and secures temporary 
influence and elevation. He indulges in the for- 
bidden pleasures and luxuries of life; finds himself 
disappointed in the happiness which he supposed 
riches capable of affording. His cares multiply. 
Instead of being beloved for his benevolence, he is 
envied for his wealth. 

"And how many of the rising generation are 
carelessly pursuing their steps and laying the founda- 
tion of future remorse ! Regardless of the future, 
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thousands of this class are borne along in the 
sweeping tide of popularity and gayety, as if we 
were made only to enjoy the present moment. They 
neglect to store the mind with useful knowledge, 
which would be a fund for future years. The 
nobler faculties of the soul are uncultivated, and 
become dormant or lost. They enter the stage of 
manhood ; but, having lived in the ideal world of 
imagination, they shrink from the cold realities 
of life. They are improvident in expenditure and 
negligent in business. Their past giddy lives form 
a blank wherein are no pleasant pages, to which 
memory can turn and peruse with delight. 

" When youth is past, and "with it the season of 
improvement, there is not left, to cheer the im- 
penetrable gloom and darkness of their minds, the 
least faint glimmerings of the light of reflection 
on well-spent hours. Such the fruits of their un- 
pardonable carelessness. 

" But, if such are the effects of neglecting to 
cultivate the mental nature, what must be the 
awful results, when the high attributes and glori- 
ous destinies of the immortal part, 6 the part that 
never dies,' have been forgotten and neglected ! 

u At that solemn period, when the ' dust must 
return to the earth as it was, and the spirit to God 
who gave it, the v unrepentant soul will look with 
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remorse upon the past, and see the offers of for- 
giveness and pardon neglected ; the messenger of 
God contemned, despised; the glorious plan of 
salvation mocked, derided ; the lowly Redeemer of 
men despised, denied ; and the name of the Holy 
One profaned, rising up in awful array and judg- 
ment against him. 

" He will look forward into the dark bosom of 
eternity with despair, ' his summer past, his har- 
vest ended, and his soul not saved.' With no 
guardian angel nigh to ' lead him through the 
valley of the shadow of death,' he will be com- 
pelled to leave this, and enter the dread realities of 
another world ; to feel the unutterable pains of 
endless death; the gnawing of the worm that never 
dies : through endless ages to remain the unhappy 
victim of his own inevitable carelessness." 

His last visit to New England was made at the 
time of his father's death, accompanied by their 
daughter, Mary Louis, since deceased. Old haunts 
were agaiu revisited, and a long, final farewell view 
taken of his native land from the summit of Mt. 
Lincoln, which he never again beheld. Afterward, 
he wrote " Lewis Creek" for his brothers and sisters, 
as a memento of their youthful years, and wherein 
two unusual facts are mentioned ; the funeral of a 
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young woman the day she was to have been mar- 
ried, and the Friends' meeting-house, Starksboro, 
going into the hands of the Catholics. 



F 



LEWIS CREEK. 

ROM learning's fair and classic hall, 
Whose echoes still the past recall ; 
To that fair land ofbeauty, of plenty and song, 
Where rolls the Ohio his waters along, 
Alone he had gone, all unnoted to stray, 
As one waiting to pass from earth weary away ; 
But returned from these wanderings unheeded by men, 
To his evergreen hills and their valleys again. 

Lincoln's far height had he climbed, to behold 
The sunset gleam through the cloud rifts rolled, 
Burnishing the village domes and spires, 
Lighting on the hill-tops their beacon fires, 

Shooting athwart the misty dales, 
Throwing the shadows of the mountains back 

Over the Connecticut's beautiful vales ; 
While Champlain lay, like a chain of gold. 
On it snow-white sails to the winds unfold, 

And the winding streams, with their silver track. 
Beyond rose, their heads like Titians of old, 

The cloud- crowned peaks of Adirondack. 

Near where the gleaming lakelets lie, 
Tossing the sunbeams back to the sky, 



Louis Taber's Life. Ill 

Around, the hills as sentinels stand, 

In waving lines, and seem the while, 
Like Sphinxes, guarding Egypt's sands, 

Where the Pyramids tower above the Nile. 

There Mansfield lay, like a giant of years, 
With his face upturned to the eternal spheres. 

His hoary locks in the sunset glow ; 
And Camel's Hump rose grandly to Keep 
His sentinel watch o'er the world asleep, 

As constellations come and go. 
While far in the East shone the White Mountain's crest, 
Like a gleam from that home where the weary may rest. 
The craggy heights, robed with their fadeless green, 

In chains and domes and clustering piles, 
Stretching away with their valleys between, 

To the lands that are ruled by the Queen of the Isle. 

His matin the robin sang sweet to his mate, 
Through mist shot the sunbeams o'er mountain and 
plain, 

To the heedless, hurrying waters of Lewis Creek 
Was sung this salute and sad refrain. 

They seemed to pause on their joyous way, 

As a youth at a musical roundelay, 
Or a shepherd swain at the song of the stars, 

E'er they bounded on o'er their rocky bars. 

Flow onward forever thou beautiful stream ! 
As pure as a starbeam, as wild as a dream : 
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On the far mountain steeps thy fountains began, 

In places untrod by the footsteps of man : 

Thence bounding downward, away, cool and clear, 

Thou la vest the foot of the timorous deer. 

Swift, whirling along in circles and lines, 

To the requiem of thy sombre pines, 

That sigh to the winds, o'er the hills and plains, 

Their sad, sweet, deep seolian strains ; 

Then dashest in foam like a fawn in his pride 

To the beautiful vales which these summits divide. 

Now thou art leaping a rocky crest, 
And now dost pause awhile to rest ; 
Then gliding away with even pace, 
On thy pebbly floor in beauty and grace — 



Now dashing along like a prancing steed, 
O'er thy rocky bed with impetuous speed ; 
While kindred streams leap laughing along 
To join in thy march, and joy, and song ! 
In spring-tide melt thy mountains' snow, 
Thy floods uprise and overflow, 
The vales submerge, ascend the glades ; 
Spurning man's puny barricades. 
Leaping thy cataracts fearfully down, 
With tumultuous roar and maddening frown ! 

But lo ! they have bound thy waves to the wheel, 
Though weariness never thy waters could feel : 
Working away with a resolute will, 
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Whirling the factory, turning the mill, 
Lifting the hammer or driving the saw, 

Turning the lathe and impelling the plane ; 
Following Nature's immutable law, 

In thy downward flow and fall, 
Back to the Eternal Source again 

All things tend to the Centre of All. 

Then, bursting away, as a neighing steed, 
Or a bondman tasked, from his manacles freed, 
Speeding from southern lands afar, 
At night by the light of the polar star ; 
To rejoice in the glorious beams of heaven, 
In the freedom God himself hath given ; 
Now his glad shout rings loud and free, 
From North to South, from sea to sea ! 
We are washed from foul oppression's flood, 
Baptized in seas of fraternal blood. 

Here, busy men by thy rocky bars, 

Their homes beside thy stony bed, 
Where, nightly thou sing'st to the silent stars, 

Their cheerful lives of labor led. 

Though high thy prison walls and strong, 

Thou leap'st them all with a shout and song ; 

Then stealest away, awhile unseen, 

Through woods and meadows and pastures green. 

Now winding round cliffs or through valley and glen, 

Encircling the happier homes of men ; 
10* 
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Cropping the herbage on thy brink, 
There flocks and herds go down to drink. 
And birds, as sweet as ever sung, 
Are pouring their strains thy shades among, 
Repeating their glad ecstacies 
Amid the white-robed birchen trees : 
The wood-thrush or the oriole's note, 
With the sparrow's and the robin's float. 
As the pleased listener lingers long, 
He hears " the merry mock- bird's song," 
And bob-o-link, so sweet and wild, 
Like music's crazed, ecstatic child, 
Rattling his notes like silvery rain, 
Then joyous fluttering to the plain : 
And humming-bird, from roseate bower, 
Flashes like light from flower to flower. 
Regardless of these joyous strains, 
To the cuckoo's call the dove complains : 
But the fire-flies gleam o'er the murky glade, 
At the whip-poor-will's sweet serenade : 
Mysterious sounding far away, 
The saw-whet's plaintive roundelay ; 
While insect tones, commingled, jar 
On the ear of night, anear and far. 

Now passing the village on thy way, 

Where the old are grave, and the young are gay ; 

By rocks so bare, and graves so green, 

The windings- of thy way are seen : 
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Among the hills, and through the plain, 
'Mid waving fields of golden grain, 
Dispersing blessing, scattering smiles, 
Through all thy devious winding miles. 
Then hurrying fast, or moving slow, 
Reluctant, yet impelled to go ; 
Delighted, his waves to embrace and take 
Thy long, sweet sleep, on the breast of the lake. 

In childhood oft, I stole away, 

With schoolmates, on thy banks to stray ; 

Gathering lilies on thy brink, 

Stooping down thy waters to drink ; 

Climbing the willows by thy side, 

Bathing in thy silver tide ; 

Upon thy bosom, proud to float, 

On fragile craft, or in tiny boat. 

With bounding boys, let loose from school, 

How the skaters flew o'er thy crystal pool ! 

Or, mirthfully gliding o'er and o'er, 

Back and forth, on thy glassy floor ; 

And strange, weird shapes of beauty stood, 

The genii of thy frost bound flood. 

Alone, on thy flower-enamelled side, 

Watching thy beautiful waters glide, 

Lost in thy eddies' whirling play, 

With cataracts bounding on, away, 

Through mystical years, till it would seem, 

Myself was a part of thy silvered stream. 
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Or, mirrored in thy glass, to see 
The squirrel bounding from tree to tree ; 
The birds beneath thy crystal bed, 
Whose songs made music overhead. 
Slow sailed the clouds, below the town, 
Whose trees and spires were pointing down ; 
The mountain tops, so pure and bright, 
With shifting hues of shade and light, 
Where beautiful forms, earth's angels tried, 
Seemed moving with the glorified ; 
I, still in doubt, which most to love, 
That world below, or this above. 

The old mansion still stands 

Where our fathers once dwelt ; 
There they toiled, and there they suffered, 

Loved, sorrowed and felt. 

They came from Hudson's palisades; 

From eastern lands beside the sea, 
To till the soil or ply their trade, 

And dwell, sweet stream, with mountains and thee. 

Anear, o'er the crest of hill, where they trod, 
To offer thanksgiving and praises to God ; 
Are graves unforgotten, and names may be known, 
Rudely carved on moss-grown, unsculptured stone, 

The young, the old, the weak and strong, 
Promiscuous met and mingled here ; 
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Where the bridal throng moved joyous along, 
Or the mourners followed the bier. 

Constant and pure as mated doves, 

Were betrothed and affianced loves ; 

Upon thy charming banks they strayed, 

Through thy forest's solemn colonnade : 

The guests were named, the hour was planned, 

To join two hearts in holier band. 

Ah ! what can love or hope avail, 

When the death angel's shafts assail ! 

That hour — in mourning, sobs and gloom, 

He followed Ida to her tomb. 

The moon looked down with pitying beam — 

A desolate mourner paced thy stream. 

But the ancient place of praise and prayer, 

Forsaken, stands no longer there ; 

For the beaver hat that Friends once wore, 

Who, in silence with heaven intercedes, 
Gives place to surpliced Priest once more, • 

And his votaries counting their beads. 

And here is my birth-place, under the hill, 
To a parsonage changed, at the parishioner's will. 
Life's ills unseen, unfelt, untried, 
My daughter is standing by my side ; 
(Soon she may stand with the glorified.) 
But strangers look from the open door, 
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Wondering much at my sorrowing mien : 
The clear, cold fountain is bubbling still, 
I catch the ripple of its plaintive rill : 
And here is the pond, and the bridge, and the mill ; 
But never a mortal who saw me before, 
To know and to love me, shall ever be seen. 

There oft through forests, in childhood we strayed, 

On flowery banks of those rivulets played, 

Roamed hillside and valley, through forest and field, 

Or drank of the nectar those maples could yield. 

But time passed — we are parted — youth's visions are o'er, 

We remember that bliss, but taste it no more. 

On your beauty and grandeur, never more to dwell ; 

Hills, rivers, lake3, mountains, forever farewell. 

All, all seems lonely and desolate here, 

And I haste me to that western land, 
Where Rural Retreat awaits so dear, 
And Short Creek's fertile vales appear ; 

To meet my own loved household band, 
The where I am, and shall be blest, 
And where my ashes shall peacefully rest ; 

To meet the hearts that beat and burn, 
Giving to God a prayer, a tear, 

" For my swift and safe return ; " 
To my Western hearthstone cheer, 
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Flow onward forever, 

Thou beautiful stream ! 
As pure as a star- beam, 

As wild as a dream. 

Down thy hills, 'mid thy vales, 

Ever youthful remain ; 
Through the long generations 

With sorrowing train. 

Singing sweetly along, 

With a low, deep chime, 
The song of the years 

To the marching of time. 

Farewell, lovely stream ; 

I must hasten with thee, 
To rest, and be lost 

In the Infinite Sea. 

The heartfelt sympathy which he always had 
for the bereaved, closely attached him to many 
friends. All who ever heard him speak at funerals, 
can testify to the solemn, soothing nature of his 
discourses, which were as balm to the wounded 
and bleeding affections. The following are a few 
extracts from letters written to the sorrowing. 

My Dear Friend C. : — Returning from paying, 
with others, the last sad tribute of affection to the 
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remains of thy dear one, again to our little un- 
broken family circle, I remembered, thou, too, had 
retired to thy stricken home, now so lonely, so 
desolate ! With the many mournful visitants claim- 
ing thy regard, may I not thus mingle in sympathy 
and sorrow with thee ? Thine is no common loss, 
and no ordinary affliction. Sorrow not beyond 
measure, or as those without hope. Be grateful 
for her companionship so long a blessing, and re- 
signed to thy bereavement now that she is thine 
on earth no more. 

Death to thy dear one, we may not doubt, was 
only the door of life. Without the premonitory 
discipline of sickness and suffering, it was her hap- 
pier lot to fall peacefully asleep in the arms of her 
Redeemer. May the Lord keep, sustain and com- 
fort thee, in this thy trial hour. Thou art the 
chastened and afflicted, but not forsaken child, of 
our gracious Heavenly Parent. 

To his guidance and care I recommend thee, 
with the assurance that all things shall work to- 
gether for good to those who love and confide in 
their Lord. For each of us there is one life, one 
death, one hope, one Redeemer and one Heaven. 

Dear Cousin : — After so long a time, not of 
forgetfulness, but of sad, silent and unavailing 
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sympathy with and for thee and thy afflicted hus- 
band, now in thy isolation and loneliness, while 
the dark shadows of the storm-clouds of affliction 
are sweeping over thy desolate dwelling, and thou 
almost feels as if the hand of a merciful God is 
lain very heavily upon thee, it is in my heart to 
salute thee with a few words of recognition and 
remembrance. 

Some of our unbroken household have, at differ- 
ent times, been brought down to the borders of 
the grave. We have been mercifully permitted to 
" pass by the gates of death" without being. called 
upon to enter therein. May we never know what 
it is to have our intellects shorn of their beams, 
leaving us to wander in the cold, dark and desolate 
regions of doubt and despair. 

When I first Jieard of thy dear companion's fear- 
ful and apparently hopeless infirmity, the w T ords 
of our dear Redeemer came to my recollection, 
" This sickness is not unto death, but for the glory 
of God." I have been willing to believe the hand 
of an overruling Providence is in this mysterious 
and terrible visitation, and that you may yet live 
to recount His goodness in the land of the living. 
He wounds to heal, He smites to save. 

Quietly, patiently, in entire resignation to His 

way and working and will, I earnestly crave that 
11 
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His unseen hand may sustain thee through all, bear 
up and bear on, in undoubting trust and hope. 
And when the dimness and the darkness, the doubt 
and the despair of these brief moments of time 
shall be ended, may you awaken in His glorious 
liberty and light and love, and together rejoice in 
the blessed beams of an eternal day. 

Our incomparable Christian poet, Cowper, was 
long permitted to wander on in hopeless anguish. 
But (J-od watched over his afflicted child, whose 
pious thoughts, embalmed in beautiful numbers, 
like beads of amber and of gold, remain to cheer 
and encourage the weary pilgrim. Fervent aspira- 
tions to the throne of grace will not be unavailing. 
The mercy of God in Christ Jesus, is greater than 
the fears and doubts of men. 

In recollecting our dear friends, B. & M. H., I 
also think of how patiently they bear their great 
sorrow. Their promising son, on whom they might 
have hoped to lean in their declining years, hope- 
lessly deranged ; the light of his bright intellect 
forever darkened. But they do not mourn or com- 
plain, well knowing that "their light," or rather 
grievous affliction, which is " but for a season," if 
patiently borne, " will work for" them and for us 
" a far more and exceeding weight of glory." For 
crime or dishonor alone might one unavailingly 
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mourn. Responsibility ceases where reason ends 
or is lost. 

Pure gold must be tried in the fire, and that fire 
must be far greater, more intense than for the 
baser metals. If the furnace had not been heated 
one seven times hotter than it was wont, in order 
to consume the three children, the miracle and the 
deliverance would not have been so great. 

His compassions fail not, and His mercies are 
new every morning. And let us remember among 
unmerited favors and blessings, one of the greatest 
and most desirable of these, is to be permitted at 
times, to feel His owning, overshadowing and sur- 
rounding presence, and His all-sustaining arm un- 
derneath, to bear us up on the waves and across 
the billows which have rolled over our heads, 
seeming ready to swallow us up in the deep. In 
such seasons we may well query, " Why art thou 
cast down, oh, my soul, and why art thou dis- 
quieted within me? hope thou in God; for I shall 
yet praise Him who is the health of my countenance 
and my God. And now I commend thee, with 
thine and my loved ones, to the care of Israel's 
unslumbering Shepherd. 

Dear Friends, C. & M. W. : — Remembering 
our former acquaintance and your kindness to me, 
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I felt that I ought at this time to address you. 
Years have since gone by ; age has left its snowy 
traces upon us. Disappointment and sorrow have 
been our lot; and yet, through all, Our Heavenly 
Father, who is mindful of His children, is still mer- 
ciful and compassionate. 

We have just heard of the death of your young- 
est son, but with no particulars, only that after 
much mental conflict, he became resigned and 
peaceful, a great consolation. My heart w r ent out 
to greet you in sympathy and chastened sorrow. 
It is so recently that our dear daughter, M. L., 
after her long illness and much suffering, peace- 
fully passed away, that the waves of parental sor- 
row had not subsided. With you, we know what 
it is to part from a beloved child. The anxions 
watching, the unavailing sympathy with the dear 
sufferer ; the final parting, the mutual and mingled 
sorrow over the silent remains. But, through all, 
being borne up by the strong consolation and 
the sure hope, afforded by believing her spirit 
is forever at rest, in one of those mansions pre- 
pared for His children from the foundation of the 
world. 

Some of us may soon be called to follow our dear 
children. May we be prepared for the solemn 
change. Your bereavement may have been more 
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unexpected. But, for you, as for us, there is the 
same support. Our trust must be alone in the 
dear Redeemer of men. Underneath are the ever- 
lasting arms. 

Sympathizing with you in your great affliction, 
rejoicing with you in the hopes of immortality, and 
in the love bounded neither by space nor time, I 

remain your sincere friend. 

L. T. 

Prior to the date of this* last letter, Short Creek 
Quarterly Meeting, of which I was a member, had 
been moved to be held at Harrisville and Flushing 
alternately, and Short Creek Monthly Meeting 
changed to be held at Harrisville and Concord, 
alternately. Then, on account of removals, Short 
Creek Particular Meeting was laid down, the re- 
maining members being attached to Concord and 
Harrisville Preparatives, respectively, as distance 
dictated; the Taber family to the latter named 
meeting. 

Thus, changes came, as they often will, though 
one try ever so hard to ward them oft"; best laid 
plans are thwarted by time. Remaining in the 
same spot, only shows one more clearly how help- 
less he is in the ever moving tide of events. 

Some years thereafter, the property of Friends' 
11* 
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Ohio Yearly Meeting Boarding School at Mt. 
Pleasant, was assigned to the care of trustees of 
another religious organization, by orders from 
State authority. Therefore the occupants vacated 
the premises, and no school was ever held in that 
place thereafter. The deposed parties felt the 
value of a select education for their children was 
too important to sit heartlessly down. Wherefore 
they immediately tested the minds of the several 
meetings upon the subject. Soon a sufficient fund 
was subscribed to warrant proceeding with arrange- 
ments for a new structure which the Committee 
located near Barnesville, Ohio, as a more central 
and accessible point, and in a large neighborhood 
of Friends. 

Considerable aid was kindly given by the mem- 
bers of another Yearly Meeting, which professes 
to be in sympathy with those who are devoted to, 
and uphold the standard of the worthy forefathers 
in our faith. 

As a member of the acting committee, the work 
elicited his warmest interest. And when the first 
term of school was opened, on the first of 1876, he 
wrote the subject up for the officers and students 
of the new school, entitling his production " Olney 
Green." The poem was so thoroughly appreciated 
by the faculty and scholars, that they named their 
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newly organized Literary Society " The Olney," 
which name it still retains. 

OLNEY GREEN. 

T>| AIL, lovely Fane ! we greet thy form at last, 

^* Risen, Phoenix-like, from ashes of the past ! 
Why should we name the place where oft we met? 
Sad to remember — harder to forget. 
Some meet no more, while two-score years have run, 
Since there, the Old, as here the New begun ; 
We trust the future fully will restore 
Those favors past, and added blessings more : 
But o'er the past let dull oblivion sweep ; 
The brighter sunshine of the present keep. 

Two living Churches, faithful to their word, 
Their ample treasures on thy lap have poured. 
Perfected plans no sooner had appeared, 
Than willing hands this solid fabric reared ; 
Enriched by all the useful stores of art, 
And furnished well in every needful part; 
To use converted nature's latent powers, 
And e'en the winds, a servant made of ours ; 
Or into day transformed the shades of night, 
By radiant beams of atmospheric light ; 
As lightnings tamed, stoop from their throne above, 
On messages of Friendship, Peace and Love. 
Thus well was finished what was well begun, 
Our hope and joy as seasons onward run : 
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While meet the Nations this Centennial year, 
In peace and concord we will gather here. 

A harder task than his, who sung sublime, 
" The Sofa's " praise, for all future time ; 
We dare to paint the fair, sequestered scene, 
The charms and praises of our Olney Green. 

Oh, Poet of the soul ! in thy despair, 
Thou taught the Christian meek, diviner air ; 
And trusting spirits, in that pathway led, 
Thyself still seemed in fearfulness to tread. 
But who mav doubt life's burthen since lain down, 
Thou wearest the Christian's everlasting crown ; 
Forever in his firmament to shine: — 
We call our beauteous Fane for thee and thine. 

Among our tasks we've finished or begun, 
" The Task " shall be a pleased and favorite one. 
Still will we read and well observe the rules 
Of " Tiraciuium," at " Review of Schools : " 
And " Truth," and " Hope," and " Charity " or Love, 
Shall raise our thoughts to themes this world above. 
In " Conversation " learning to excel, 
And walking lowly, worthily and well : 
Thy warm "Epistles," yet our hearts shall cheer; 
We, too, have friends, like thine, as doubly dear. 
A century since, to charm the listening ear, 
Thy Lyre was tuned ; would thou wert with it here. 
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Our Olney Green its tranquil joy controls, 
While past the busy wheel of commerce rolls ; 
Far, jarring thunders of the rushing train! 
The screaming whistle sounding o'er the plain ! 
No stormy strife disturbs thy placid breast, 
But silvery moonbeams soothe thy tranquil rest; 
v Wide o'er the hills thy bell's melodious chime, 
Now calls the morning or the vesper time. 

We, and our children, will together share 
Thy stores of wisdom, hither oft repair : 
Not only from Ohio's changing clime, 
Shall come the pilgrims to this cherished Shrine ; 
From sister States they gather, it may be, 
From distant homes, from lands beside the sea. 
We welcome those who may deserve to share, 
Our Shrine of Learning and our House of Prayer ; 
In the Observatory's broader eye appears 
The light revealed of other starry spheres. 

When books and study all are lain aside, 
The youths go bounding with ecstatic pride ; 
Their various arts and mimic sports they try, 
Buoyant with hope and glad expectancy, 
Exultant life leaps through each nerve and vein, 
The young rejoice, the old are young again. 
Behold a scene ! so joyous everywhere, 
Glad shouts and laughter rend the ambient air ! 
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Such youth are thine ; such ever shall be seen, 
Through lengthening years of time on Olney Green. 

May they go forth prepared to do or bear 
Life's burthens meekly and its duties share : 
And never be those precious Truths denied, 
For which our fathers suffered, served and died ! 
Humbly serve and faithfully follow them, 
Bearing their Saviour's seal and diadem ; 
Till, having gladly lain their burthens down, 
They also wear His everlasting crown. 

To beautify this cherished home of ours, 
With shrubbery graced, fragrant with choicest flowers, 
By modest merit, and arranged with taste, 
These various trees upon the lawn were placed. 
Those of the forest, that the axe-man's blade 
Spared for no cause, we spare for grateful shade ; 
Youths', maidens', matrons', fathers' frequent feet 
Tread slow, to where the votive pilgrims meet; 
Along the brick promenade, oft hand in hand, 
Through all, to where the oaks and maples stand. 
With songs of birds to greet the coming morn, 
That these and those will Olney Green adorn. 
The cool, clear fountains in those shadows set, 
And sparkling down the rippling rivulet ; 
Metallic tubes their fresh libation pour, 
And the old oaken bucket is needed no more. 
The stream anear the bather's form may hide, 
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Or skaters o'er its frozen surface glide ; 
The flying feet, like denizens of the air, 
Transparent waters still securely bear. 

To your cool shades how frequent will repair 
Those kindred spirits congregated there; 
With books or study, or in healthful play, 
Or converse sweet, to while the hours away ; 
And "Friendships" formed, to be renewed above, 
That faithful here, will angels there approve. 

Oh ! never, never, in this peaceful air, 
May aught disturb, rabbit, bird or hare, 
For his dear sake, whose feeling heart and pen 
Plead for God's creatures as for fellow-men. 
But it may be, as changing seasons glide, 
Minstrels may rise, his honors to divide, 
Even here ; and may succeeding records tell, 
That they were earned, as worthily and well. 

Successive troups of children come and go, 
Like ocean tides ; the restless ebb and flow 
Of human life ; the ever-changing sea 
Of time, that rolls into eternity; 
The dread unknown, mysterious and strange! 
No more temptations, trials, tears and change : 
Glad, ransomed spirits, in that holy place, 
And the light of God upon each radiant face. 
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to each other; in life, and "in death they were 
not divided." 

URY PLACE. 

IX S yearly went the Tribes, with glad supplies, 

^* Up to the Temple, there to sacrifice, 
Our solemn, annual gathering will convene, 
At Ury P,lace, beside our Olney Green. 
Long may it stand ; be reverently trod, 
The gathering place of the living Church of God. 
May each heart's pure incense to Hini arise ; 
Each offering there a living sacrifice ; 
True living silence, worship is to Him, 
Who sits enthroned amid the Cherubim ! 

And Barclay ! though two centuries have sped, 
Since thou, with Fox, those martyr-pilgrims led ; 
So firmly standing fur the right and true, 
Still faithful found among the faithful few ; 
We pause — but no "Apology " we make, 
While thus the name of thy domain we take ; 
For we were taught, admiring, to explore 
Thy ample pages, and thy learned lore : 
Who showed the old, but new, and Living Way, 
Truth's brighter morn, this blessed Gospel day* 

Thy " Government of Church," though not of schools, 
Has settled well ecclesiastic rules, 
To guard the Church that would step aside, 
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To dare no more to wrangle and divide ; 
The exclusive, old and Pharisaic leaven, 
Is not the Bread of Life, the way to heaven, 
That in best wisdom, we may be more wise, 
In thy " Catechism " will we catechise. 

But, trust no books, or follow human creeds, 
That lead not where the Holy Spirit leads ; 

» 

Those, who, as stars, may in His heavens shine, 
Are daily living in the Light Divine. 
Men yet will join in the angelic strain, 
When " Universal Love " on earth shall reign : 
The love to God, that with our God began, 
First love to Him, then to our fellow-man. 

Life is not measured by the sands that run, 
But, by its deeds, that have been nobly done ; 
Those who have suffered, wrought, and meekly borne, 
Are those we miss, and those for whom we mourn: 
Those who have walked with trembling and in tears, 
Or died, as patriarchs, in their earlier years. 
Such wast thou, Barclay ! Such were many more, 
Such Burrough, Dymond, early gone before ; 
Oft as our hearts, admiring, turn to thee, 
Shall Ury Place our dear memento be. 

Ye aged trees ! as sentinels remain, 
To guard and keep, this sacred, dear domain. 
What tempests shook ! what fearful sounds been heard ! 
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The Indian's war-whoops have your branches stirred ! 

Or, tamed by love that conquers all again, 

The Calumet he gave to sons of Penn. 

Your forms we venerate, while you still conceal 

The unknown past, and never may reveal : 

Unchanged ye stand, amid our changing clime, 

Triumphing over both decay and time ! 

Amid these shades the humbler school-bouse stands, 
Filled with pleased groups, and eager, ardent bands : 
They, looking forward, to the life before ; 
We, turning backward, to the years no more : 
Theirs, the glad carol in life's opening day, 
Ours, pensive musings in its sunset ray : 
And, Ury Place, no less a happy scene 
Of joyous children than at Olney Green. 

Among these graves, without a stone or name, 
Rest those, unknown to titles, wealth or fame : 
The infant, that had scarcely wept or smiled ; 
The mother, wearied watching o'er her child ; 
The aged sire ; one in her morn of years ; 
We laid them here, with tenderness and tears. 
They shall be numbered with the great and good, 
Who pillars in his Living Temple stood : 
Nobly and well, achieved their holier strife; 
Their names are written in the Book of -Life. 

Perchance, unseen as yet, by mortal eye, 
An embryo city may, in future, rise ; 



Louis Taber's Life. 137 

Our own Ohio, give the page of time 

Another Ury, as in Scotia's clime : 

Whose mountain minstrels have as sweetly sung, 

As England's own, in England's matchless tongue ; 

Whose martyr spirits have the nations stirred, 

Their voices down the centuries are heard ! 

There, living churches to our Lord may raise, 

Without the glitter of these latter days, 

Where fashion's gildings, earth's vain pomp and noise, 

Give place to peace, to pure substantial joys ; 

And lived those truths, taught to their fellow-men, 

By Fox and Barclay, Penington and Penn. 

If ransomed souls, in endless bliss can bear 
Our mortal hopes, and our enjoyments share ; 
If, with redeemed immortals, still remains 
The bliss of time, without its ills and pains ; 
Theirs may look down complacent, from above, 
Midst angel choirs, upon this Fane we love. 

Father of Life ! Be Thou around and near 

Us to be changed,^and those who linger here; 

This sacred Fane, Thy own peculiar care, 

O, guard its pilgrims, guide them everywhere ! 

By faith to walk, in patience to endure ; 

A " royal priesthood," sanctified, secure. 

Till, run their race, and won that glorious goal, 

Where streams of life through fadeless verdure roll ; 

And ransomed souls, with Cherub, Seraphim, 

Join endless songs of praise to Thee and Him. 
12* 
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In the spring of 1885, Louis Taber received a 

• 

minute from Short Creek Monthly Meeting, to visit 
Salem Quarter and the meetings comprising it, with 
the liberty of making a few appointments. Failing 
health, bodily weakness and mental depression, 
made the prospect of that short journey very 
gloomy. A dear younger Friend, since recorded 
as minister, was impressed with his spirit's need ; 
and, turning to him, said, " He that goeth forth 
and weepeth, bearing precious seed, shall doubtless 
come again with rejoicing, bringing his sheaves 
with him." The words were as cordial to his tried 
soul, of which he afterwards spoke with gratitude. 
He then expressed the belief, that this was the last 
service of the kind which would be required of 
him. 

On returning home, entire prostration ensued. 
The doctor said the trip had been too exhausting 
for his vitality. For a time, he lived exclusively 
on milk ; there was serious doubt as to the result. 
But a moderate degree of strength returned, and 
he attended Yearly Meeting that fall, unconscious 
of the fact he would never be in that assemblv 
again. Yet he had long felt time was extremely 
short and uncertain with him, as expressed at the 
close of a letter written, at a previous date, to Isaac 
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and Sarah Taber, whose anniversary he could not 
attend. 



My Dear aged Uncle and Aunt: — The sixty- 
eighth anniversary of your marriage must be to you, 
even far more than to us, a joyful occasion fraught 
with deep interest. For so many changing years 
you have borne together the joys and the sorrows, 
the trials and the struggles, incident to human ex- 
istence. 

Save only one aged surviving sister, you remain 
the last of your respective families ; the last lone 
lingering branches upon your household trees. 
Fathers and mothers, brothers and sisters, and 
some of your own dear children and grandchildren, 
have joined that silent procession, slowly, but cease- 
lessly moving towards the inevitable tomb. You 
still remain to gladden our spirits with the cheer 
of yours, mercifully spared beyond the years or- 
dinarily allotted to human life. Who, of all the 
company now gathered, may venture to hope that 
Providence will deal so kindly by them? 

The brother and sister of my dear father and 
mother, who have long since been gathered to 
their ancestors, may I not claim a share in your 
affections, next to your own dear children ? For 
more than sixty years have I been associated with 
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you and with them. First among the hills and the 
cascades of our own Green Mountain home. Then 
amid the snows and storms of Canadian winters, 
and sombre autumn times. And, finally, here at 
Hesper Mount, in Ohio, have been many a glad 
meeting through the hurrying, the changing, the 
sad or hopeful years. 

Who, more than myself, should bear witness to 
the untiring perseverance and energy of an anxious 
father, the self-sacrifice, toil and devotion of an 
affectionate mother, in order that their dear chil- 
dren might be educated and trained for usefulness? 
And, that they in their turn might be able to im- 
part to others, from the rich store-house of knowl- 
edge, training other immortal minds for usefulness 
and enjoyment here ; and for that felicity hereafter, 
awaiting the good and the faithful to their fellow- 
men. And, now beholding this glad assembly, 
mingling in this fraternal gathering, witnessing 
this reclasping of long sundered hands, this re- 
union of separated, but not forgetful hearts, it is 
your privilege, in the tranquil evening twilight of 
your lives, to realize the consummation of your 
hopes, the culmination of your ardently cherished 
desires. 

There are those here, who now, and when you 
shall be no more, will rise up and call you blessed. 
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Together you stand on the infinite shore — 

See ! the glorious new Jerusalem ! 
The winds are waiting to waft you o'er; * 

The blessed are watching your coming to them. 

Your feet shall stand where His angels tread : 
Your souls shall drink of that Heavenly fount, 

When calmly you rest with the peaceful dead 
And your graves are green at Hesper Mount. 

With a kind adieu for all, and to you, one more, 
if not my last, farewell, I remain your affectionate 
nephew. Louis Taber. 

This venerable couple lived together over sev- 
enty years; and when ninety and ninety-three, re- 
spectively, they were well-favored mentally, with 
memory not perceptibly impaired. At that date, 
Isaac Taber, in greeting some young relatives, said: 
"You have come to see, for the last time, two aged 
pilgrims waiting to go home." bearing ninety-two 
and ninety-five, within less than a hundred days of 
each other, they entered their Father's house. 
In another letter, we find the following : 
" We had an excellent Quarterly Meeting; the 
bread was broken and the multitude fed. The 
company of many of my friends has contributed to 
render the last week pleasant to me. But what 



142 Glimpses of 

has been more than all, I have often felt the ten- 
dering influence of the Holy Spirit, for which it is 
my desire to be grateful to the Giver of every good 
and perfect gift. Truly it has been a summer and 
a watering season with me ; and in those moments 
when the realities and the responsibilities of our 
holy religion have been impressed upon my mind, 
and I have witnessed the sweet incomes of Divine 
love, you have all been brought very near to my 
best feelings ; and, more particularly, my brothers 
and sisters, with desires for their preservation and 
establishment in the Truth, more than for all 
things besides. 

" I have tasted a little of the enjoyment of this 
world, and much of its sorrow : there is nothing 
stable but the Truth. May none indulge too great 
a desire for knowledge or for wealth ; these cannot 
purify and save the soul. Let them bring their 
minds to the sober realities and active duties of 
life, remembering that, while properly engaged in 
worldly affairs, we are not only providing susten- 
ance for our bodies, but filling up our mission in 
the design of Omnipotence. 

" My heart is full, and never could I say with 
more truth, I love you. May we remember that 
the ornament of a * meek and quiet spirit ' is, in 
the sight of God, * of great price.' It is no slight 
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thing to be made sensible that we are the ' temples 
of the Holy Ghost,' that the Redeemer, by His 
spirit, is present with us. Shall these calls of his 
love be despised or neglected ; since He has said, 
' Whosoever shall deny me before men, him will I 
also deny before my Father which is in Heaven.' 

" Great changes have occurred in our family, 
and in the little circle of our connections. What 
is to follow is hid from us : but, should we never 
meet again in this world, the hope is miue, that 
we may meet ' no wanderer lost,' around the throne 
of God with the blessed company of the redeemed 
in heaven." 

The following fall, being accidentally thrown 
from a buggy, just before Yearly Meeting, he was 
so much injured as to prevent his attending that 
gathering. Though apparently not seriously hurt, 
yet his system never rallied from the jar. 

During the winter, he was not often at meeting, 
and when he went, was always perceptibly worse 
from the long, fatiguing ride, from which it re- 
quired days to recover. His stomach, that had 
caused him years of suffering, became very sensi- 
tive, and at times, dizzy spells would overcome 
him. 

When the invigorating spring airs arrived, they 
could not yield strength to his frail form, and, as 



144 Glin\pses of 

the warmth of summer came on, its excessive heat 
was even more exhausting to his waning vitality 
than the intense cold had been. The doctor di- 
rected that, when it was sultry, he should not be 
out-of-doors after nine o'clock in the morning, until 
three or four in the afternoon, because the physical 
powers were toQ far spent to resist extremes of 
temperature. Therefore many meeting days had 
to be spent at home during much of the summer of 
1887, whenever it was unusually hot. But, when 
cool and pleasant, it was a great satisfaction to him 
to gather with Friends in his accustomed seat. 

On one such occasion, after holding meeting con- 
siderably beyond ordinary length, he said : " If the 
time has seemed too long to some, I -hope Friends 
will excuse me, for I cling to and prize these privi- 
leges of being thus assembled to worship with my 
friends." 

That season he wrote very little, but addressed 
his brothers and sisters in the "Family Circular," 
as follows : " They think I ought to write this time, 
which I feel scarcely able or competent to do, on 
account of the unsteadiness of my head. 

" We were glad again to receive the ' Circular ' 
with its welcome words of sympathy and cheer, 
as well as information from all. When lying on 
my lounge to rest, and in the night watches, I often 



Louis Taber's Life. 145 

think of sister Sarah confined to her bed, and 
sometimes suffering, and fear I am not half as 
patient and uncomplaining as she is. 

"Brother B. J., we, too, are prohibitionists of 
every kind of error and wrong, and wish to be 
found doing the Master's work. 

" As brother Russel says, it may not be long 
before our family chain will be severed. Perhaps 
I will be the first broken link. Although too often 
sad, and not sufficiently trustful, my mind is mostly 
kept peaceful with earnest desires to be fully re- 
signed to my approaching change; and, through 
the merits of our dear Redeemer, to be found 
worthy of an eternal inheritance with the saints in 
light. May we still lay hold of the many precious 
promises, among which is, ' I will never leave thee 
nor forsake thee.' Grant us strength, 0, Father ! 
to bear through all, and patience to endure to the 
end. 

" Unless some of you come to Ohio to see us, 
we may not meet again in this life ; but may we 
in that better home above. We send our love to 
all and sympathy to Sarah. This may be my last 
message in the ' Circular.' 

" 4 Brethren and sisters, pray for us.' As broth- 
ers and sisters of one family and of the household 
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of faith, I bid you all farewell, and remain your 
sincere and affectionate brother, 

Louis Taber." 

The sister mentioned had been injured by a fall, 
since which she has not walked, but now can move 
about the house on a level in her wheel chair. 

In that reply to his brother, who is an active 
prohibitionist, Louis Taber explained his convic- 
tions on that subject. He felt, in order to live up 
to all the requirements of our profession as a 
Friendly people, one must assume a decided stand 
on this vastly important question, and in no way 
to take part or countenance a traffic which leads 
to the destitution, misery and crime of the weaker 
multitudes. Never to be even remotely the cause 
of a brother's error, should be the aim of every 
true Christian. 

He did not wish member's to join election cam- 
paigns : but, accepting the individual power con- 
ferred by our Government as of Divine ordering, 
to use it as doth become every true-hearted man, 
who properly values his brother's soul, for which 
a priceless ransom has been paid. 

The Apostle directs that " supplications, prayers, 
intercessions and giving of thanks be made for all 
men ; for kings and for all* that are in authority, 
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that we may lead a quiet and peaceable life in all 
godliness and honesty." The object of these prayers 
and intercessions for our rulers is, take notice, that 
we may lead quiet, peaceable lives. Therefore, in 
this favored land, where each man has a voice in 
the ballot box, how potent the duty to vote as we 
are directed to pray ! for such rulers and that which 
leads to quietness and peace. " For this is good 
and acceptable in the sight of" Him "who will 
have all men to be saved, and to come unto the 
knowledge of the truth" and the one Mediator, 
u who gave Himself a ransom for all." 

That summer he was as highly favored in the 
ministry as ever ; some of his sermons, deeply im- 
pressive, seemed, in places, to savor of life's close. 
On one such occasion his leading topic reverted to 
the fact that every Christian at times, knows what it 
is to be low in spirit ; but at such seasons the Psalm- 
ist's words should be remembered, " Why art thou 
cast down, O, my soul ? and why art thou disqui- 
eted in me ? hope thou in God, for I shall yet praise 
Him for the help of His countenance." And the 
privilege of being permitted to gather quietly with 
our friends as a band of worshippers was to be re- 
membered, and we should be "glad when they 
said," "Let us go into the house of the Lord." 

Then he proceeded to say, " Unto some of us 
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the hour is fast approaching, in which we shall 
need all our fortitude of soul and the consolations 
of the Gospel to sustain us. And the prayers of 
our friends ; for i The effectual fervent prayer of a 
righteous man availeth much.' The soul that craves 
and prays for strength granted by that unseen 
Power, receives the sought blessing. The promi- 
ses are to the contrite, wrestling spirit, journeying 
through the gloom to the effulgence beyond." 

Many were in tears, and felt the times were 
numbered that they should listen to his counsel. 

He was able to attend Short Creek Monthly 
Meeting in the Eighth Month, which was held at 
Colerain. In it he was clothed with the spirit of 
admonition and devotion, closing his communica- 
tion with a reference to our great High Priest in 
the words, " He who redeemeth thy life from de- 
struction, thy feet from falling, and thine eyes from 
tears." Twice repeating that sentence in his de- 
vout voice, while a deep heart-felt solemnity rested 
over the meeting with a weight of silence which 
followed, like a closing benediction of that hour. 

In his memoranda of second of Ninth Month, 
he mentions that he had finished his seventy-sixth 
year, feeling that it might be his last, that he was 
prepared to go. " My worldly possessions do not 
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hold me ; but it is a solemn thing for any of us to 
meet our final change." 

As the season of our annual gathering approached, 
he expressed an increasing longing to be with that 
assembly. But when the time arrived, it was not 
deemed prudent to undertake the short journey. 
All First-day he lay on the lounge, sorely grieving 
in spirit, wishing to be with Friends once more. 
He ardently desired to have gone ; for he said it 
seemed to him, he saw a shining light there. In 
mentioning it afterwards, he remarked, " Whether 
it was best or not for me to remain at home, will 
now never be known." 

After Yearly Meeting, he received a visit from 
two young Friends, who gave an explicit account 
of the transactions therein, which was a great sat- 
isfaction to him. Especially in matters relating to 
the epistolary correspondence with other Yearly 
Meetings; for, having been a member of three 
Yearly Meetings, New York, New England and 
Ohio, he had known Friends in various parts of 
the land, and felt a warm and abiding interest in 
their religious fellowship, which he aided in pro- 
moting. 

Tenth Month 13th, 1887, though extremely weak 

and sensitive to every jar and roughness in the 

road, he attended meeting, taking as his text, " He 
13* 
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that watereth shall be watered also himself." " Since 
gathered together in silent communion with our 
Maker, it hath seemed to me that the despairing 
cry of some tribulated soul hath been, * Are His 
mercies clean gone forever ! is there no more help, 
no more hope — no help, no hope !' To such the quiet 
solemnity which has been in our midst should be an 
assurance of the overshadowing presence of a loving 
compassionate Parent, whose mercies are still ex- 
tended through the mediation of the Son of his love, 
and the many assurances of His mercy given in holy 
writ, should be accepted as from the hand of a 
tender Father, who careth for His poor, dependent, 
trusting children. May we all be strengthened to 
accept these manifestations of His love in our midst, 
and He will, in his own good time, lift us above 
all the billows of this stormy life, and take us hence 
to sing of deliverance upon the walls of Zion." 

Thus concluded his public services, which began 
forty-six years previous, in a small meeting in New 
York. Then he spoke of the need to " Be watch- 
ful, and strengthen the things which remain, that 
are ready to die." And his final sermon was as if 
in obedience to that injunction, of which he had 
ever striven to be mindful all through life, con- 
firming the wavering, •strengthening the weak, 
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resting the weary and cheering the sad journeyers 
towards the everlasting gates of eternal day. 

The son, as the mother before him, in his last 
hour among them, handed forth messages to the 
people. 

The next morning, after greeting his daughter, 
he said : " It is my wish for my friends and rela- 
tions to know that I have often felt an assurance 
of forgiveness and of acceptance with my Maker, 
and that my future is to be an eternity in bliss." 

Ten days later his physician called, a former 
pupil, w T ho dates the foundation of a successful life 
to instruction received from him. The doctor gave 
his judgment by reference to the years promised 
to man. That Louis Taber had passed the three 
score and ten ordinarily assigned to mortals below, 
and more than half of the last decade conditionally 
granted. Marasmus was doing its work, life's 
taper was nearly burned out. 

His stomach, which had caused suffering, some- 
times very severe, for half a century, had ceased 
to struggle with disease. Nutrition could not pro- 
ceed. The nerves had quit the contest. It was 
only a matter of a few weeks as to how soon star- 
vation would terminate the struggle. The absor- 
bents had commenced on the brain, and inevitable 
partial aberration of judgment became apparent 
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at times, of which he was fully aware, and said, 
months previous, that such would be the final re- 
sult. He gave his moneys and papers over to his 
daughter's care, with especial directions upon nu- 
merous matters, and particularly desired to be 
watched over by his family. By the work of the 
household being done at their tenant's, they were 
enabled to care for him exclusively, almost to the 
last. 

A few days after, J. E. R. and companion from 
another Yearly Meeting came to visit him. In the 
family sitting, that Friend was drawn out into ex- 
pressions of feeling and sympathy for the frail 
sufferer. That the Master, whom he had striven 
to serve all his days, would not forsake him when 
oppressed by disease and failing strength. To the 
household it was a season of inexpressible inward 
grief, well knowing that, in all human probability, 
they could never be again thus gathered ; and feel- 
ing " coming events which cast their shadows be- 
fore," that weight which only a Divine hand could 
alleviate. 

The memory of this visit was a great consolation 
to him and the household during the weeks which 
followed, of anxious watchings by day and by night, 
being often referred to as a token of calming assur- 
ance in nature's closing tempest. 
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« 

That evening, Louis Taber wrote the following 
to those Friends, who were not aware of his verv 

7 %l 

critical situation at that time. 

Dear Friends : — It was with me to utter this 
prayer and supplication at the close of our oppor- 
tunity. 

We desire to thank thee, O, Father ! that Thou 
hast been pleased to turn the feet of Thy messen- 
gers towards this habitation. Be pleased to grant 
unto us the fulfilment of Thy many precious promi- 
ses to Thy trusting children. 

Lift up again the light of Thy countenance upon 
us; and take away the burthen, if it be possible, 
and with Thee all things are possible, which may 
have, and are resting upon our spirits ; and if not, 
strengthen us to bow in quiet resignation to Thy 
Divine will. And in Thy own time make a way 
for us where there seems to be no way. 

Keep us in patience, and grant us Thy peace. 
Take us home to the joys of Thy salvation and to 
Thy eternal rest. Amen. 

As a watchful mariner sets his compass to meet 
the coming storm, so he, with his eye on the soul's 
polar star, and clothed in garments of faith and 
prayer, met nature's last fierce conflict. 
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The disease now proceeded with alarming rapid- 
ity. He only tasted small portions of food. Though 
exceedingly weak, he could walk about, and stood 
erect with lithe true motion. Admiring the beauty 
of the clear autumn days, he often stood gazing at 
the wide landscape before his door, or at the win- 
dow, in the evening twilight, watched the birds go 
to their repose in the evergreens. " Songs," said 
he, " and thanksgiving are ascending from assem- 
blies all around us." 

One First-day evening, in supplication, he re- 
ferred to the agony on the cross, when our Great 
Redeemer not only suffered the pains of death, but 
also felt all the dire calamity of being deserted at 
that hour which wrung the query of "Why hast 
Thou forsaken me." Petitioned that we should 
be made willing, not only to endure patiently bodily 
suffering, but also whatsoever of forsaken desola- 
tion that might be meted out by a loving Hand 
which spared not His beloved Son. 

The next morning, which was their final meal, 
in prayer, he commended himself and family to 
Israel's unslumbering Shepherd. 

The fast approaching change now occupied most 
of his thoughts. Rousing from a brief slumber he 
exclaimed, " 0, how time passes on and on, and 
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every moment is one moment nearer the end. But 
moments count nothing in eternity." 

The week before the close, he remained in bed, 
unable to rise without aid. But some very peace- 
ful hours were granted to him in that room where, 
almost fifty years before, Charles Heald died, a 
young man whom Louis Taber had never met; 
but whose death occurred about the time he came 
to Ohio. The following lines written of that event 
manifest that he then hardly hoped to live out his 
days, but was frequently heard to express thankful- 
ness for being a " spared monument of His mercy." 

TO THE MEMORY OF CHARLES HEALD. 

I OVED spirit, farewell! a lone pilgrim is here, 

^-* And, his harp strung to sorrow strikes over thy bier ; 

When mild spring shall go forth, o'er the fields through 

the bowers, 
With her music of birds, and her garland of flowers: 

When summer rejoices in beauty again, 
With its warmth, and its greenness, its sun and its rain ; 
When the rich fruit is gathered and garnered the sheaf, 
And low o'er the plain rustles autumn's sear leaf! 

And the sun has gone down from his pathway of light ; 
In the cool of the day, in the quiet of night; 
To thy sad silent grave, I will sometimes repair, 
And commune with my heart, in its loneliness there. 
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For it has been my lot, from earth's loved ones to part, 
Whose affections were twined around the cords of my 

heart; 
Like thee, in their strength, from the world they were 

torn, 
To the house for all living lamentingly borne. 

While my own mountain sod is green over their dust ; 
With strangers, in sadness, I languish and must: 
Oh ! how solemn the thought, my own lot it may be, 
Those I love will deplore, as thy friends mourn for thee. 

No brother, no sister, was near to bestow, 

The sweet balm of affection, or soften thy woe ; 

Nor stood thy fond mother for many a day, 

O'er thy languishing couch, where in sickness thou lay. 

Alone thy sad father watched over his trust, 

And alone went his heart down with thee to the dust : 

Aye, must he return, in his anguish to share 

The sorrow of those who will mourn for thee there ! 

And the tears that must fall, when, alas, it is said, 
" My son has gone down to the dust of the dead !" 
Where waves the tall oak, where Ohio still flows, 
Far away from thy home, is thy silent repose ; 

And learning's loved haunts, where thy footsteps were 

free, 
Are clothed in the garments of mourning for thee ; 
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But we, too, may go down, in youth's strength and its 

pride, 
By death's cruel archer laid low at thy side. 

Since the all that we loved of thy mortal is borne 
To the dark halls of death, o'er thy ashes we mourn ; 
Yet, not without hope and a faith-girding prayer, 
That our souls will, like thine, heaven's diadem wear. 

Upon Jesus alone, couldst thou trustful rely, 

For, in Him thou hadst lived, and in Him thou couldst 

die; 
While, plain as the vesture all seamless, He wore, 
Was the house, that thy corpse to its resting place bore. 

But a garment as bright as the angels may wear, 
It is thine, with the ransomed of Jesus to share : 
A mansion prepared, and a crown has been given, 
Where, with angels, thou wavest the palm-branch in 
heaven. 

Through the gushings of sorrow, we hear a sweet voice : 
"Rejoice with my spirit, rejoice, O, rejoice!" 
We parted a moment — I meet you again — 
I died — and I live with my Saviour to reign. 

Near relatives and friends came for their last 

farewells, which he warmly appreciated. When 

parting from Hannah Hall, a worthy elder, since 

passed away, who sat next to him at the head of 
14 



158 Glimpses of 

the meeting ; he called for his glasses, desiring to 
look upon her face once more. And, as she turned 
to leave the room whispered, " A mother in Israel 
at home and abroad." 

Towards the last, he could only take a few drops 
of water at a time, even that small quantity caused 
distress. His sufferings became very acute, chiefly 
owing, the doctor said, to the stomach being empty 
and the raw, diseased coats rubbing against each 
other. His thirst was intense. Sometimes he 
would exclaim, " 0, this great drouth." 

One morning as he wakened, he said, " I have 
been dreaming of the cold, boiling spring in my 
father's field, among the mountains. I thought I 
was a boy taking the cool, pure water to the har- 
vesters in the field. Then I lay down by its brink 
and drank and drank. O, how grateful it was. 
O, that I could have one more draught. But here 
I lie, a poor, distressed, parched object, about to 
die. 0, for ' the fountains of living waters.' " 

During the morning of Twelfth Month 7th, 1887, 
he passed from one sinking spell into another ; 
but was conscious of the presence of the family. 
By the clasping of his hand when reviving, he 
showed recognition almost to the last. That after- 
noon breathing ceased ; he being in his seventy- 
seventh year. 
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Three days later, a large funeral company gath- 
ered at Harrisville Meeting-house, in which several 
testimonies were given of his valued ministry. 
There, not two months previous, his clear melodi- 
ous voice had been heard for the last time. Instead 
of from the gallery, that thin coffined form in the 
isle, with serene brow and closed lips, spake all 
silently to the passing throng, " In the morning, 
lit noon, or in the gathering twilight, ' be ye also 
ready. V 

His wife and four children survive to cherish his 
memory through the remainder of their earthly 
pilgrimage. The oldest son, Joseph John, and wife 
Mary, with a family of two sons and two daughters, 
reside in their home near Barnesville. The other 
three children, Rachel, Selma and Russel live with 
their mother in the old homestead which has be- 
longed in the family almost a century. The two 
latter are married : Selma and her husband Carrol 
H. Miles, and Russel with his wife Phebe Ellen, 
occupy opposite ends of that double house. Selma's 
two little children, a boy and girl, never saw their 
grandfather Taber, which was a grief to him. Prior 
to his decease, they lived in Minnesota. 

A short time after his death, the following poem 
was found, in pencil, among his papers. None of 
the family had seen it before. To the grieving 
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household, it seemed like a benign salute sent back 
from the spirit of the departed. It was dated less 
than a year previous. 

THE AGED CHRISTIAN'S PSALM OF REST. 

IA/ING- WEARY, from a storm-tossed sea, 

I have found those blessed Isles of Rest, 
On Thee, my Saviour, only Thee, 
I lean and rest upon Thy breast. 

Partaker of the oil, the balm, 
Robed in Thy garments undefiled ; 

In a cloudless calm, on those isles of palm, 
My Father's called and chosen child. 

By angel wings the air is fanned ; 

Holy and sinless by my side 
Thy saints adore and, forever more, 

Thy name is honored, glorified. 

Thy beauty in my face will shine ; 

Or life — or death — alike to me ; 
No wish but Thine, Thy will is mine, 

I am settled, centred, lost in Thee. 

Upon a waveless, peaceful shore, 

Safe folded in Thy love divine 
I will trust Thee o'er and mourn no more ! 

For Thou art mine and I am Thine. 
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Brief is my stay by fitful fires 

Under the shadow of Thy wing ; 
Till I join the choirs with their golden lyres, 

Singing the songs Thy seraphims sing. 

There He shall sit, the Ancient of Days, 
The Lamb who was slain by his throne ; 

Prayer will raise to the voice of .praise 
In glory, in honor, to Them alone. 

So I watch and wait by a pearlen gate 
That opens on streets of crystal and gold, 

Where " their angel band" in that glorious land, 
Forever, O, Father ! Thy face may behold. 



Thus closed the earthly career of one who, from 
youth to age, was guided by an unwavering faith 
in the pardoning mediation of our Great High 
Priest, and the rewards accorded to the upright, 
sincere believers. Though beset by untold dis- 
couragements, yet he felt it an imperative duty to 
raise his voice in the assemblies of the people ; a 
voice of rare clearness, with a silvery ring, which 
had power to calm the restless pulse into ardent 
devotion, remaining almost the same to the last. 
When his oldest grandchildren paid their farewell 

visit, he chanted for them the Evening Song of the 
14* 
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Tyrolese Peasants, in tones pure and exact, repeat- 
ing with touching beauty, the stanza : 

But rest more sweet and still 

Than ever night-fall gave, 
Our longing hearts shall fill 

In worlds beyond the grave. 

Then tearfully, with low, sad moans, folded them 
in his arms for a long and last embrace, knowing 
he should see their faces no more. He manifested 
unwonted tenderness for his household and friends; 
when parting from one, exclaimed, "Farewell, 
farewell, the friend of a lifetime, farewell !" To 
his daughter, " I love everybody. O, that I could 
love thee with the everlasting love of the angels !" 
Thus there remains the halo of sacred memories 
which naught can despoil, while his soul hath gone 
forth to the fruition and rewards of eternal years. 



SELECTIONS 



OF 



Louis Taber's Poetry. 



THE ROSE BUD. 

tV ROSE bud sprung from its parent stem, 

^* Like a pearl from the deep, from the mine like a gem : 
And awhile it hung in its beauty there, 
To gather the dew from the upper air ; 
Then, like evening's star to the weary one's sight, 
It opened its eye to the morning light ; 
And its pictured volume was lain outspread, 
With its delicate leaves of ruby and red ; 
And the honey bee crept through each scented fold, 
To gather its sweets and the treasures of gold : 
While the music of the humming-bird's wing was near, 
Like the soft summer wind in a bridal ear. 

But her hand, who had watched with a sister's care 
That beautiful rose, could no longer spare; 
Like death, when he chooses the fair young bride, 
She snatched it away, and exclaimed in her pride: 
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So bright and so beautiful a rose thou art, 

That I long will wear thee anear to my heart ! 

But the rose replied with it9 dying breath : 

" Thy heart, like its rose bud, must struggle with death, 

When my beauties fail, as thy own must fade, 

In thy casket safe let my leaves be laid ; 

And thou shalt share since my fate is sealed, 

The sweets which thy rose bud crushed can yield ; 

And when thou hast gone to thy re9t with me, 

As sweet may the fragrance of thy memory be." 



AN AUTUMNAL EVENING. 

Wr VOICE is heard upon the gales, 

Above the bending beds of flowers ; 
And shadows stretch across the vales, 
While Vesper brings the evening hours. 

Upon the village green a throng, 

Their evening sports have now begun ; 

The milk-maid chants her vesper song, 
Her tasks of day will soon be done. 

How glorious is the evening sky, 
And one lone star to deck its brow ; 

While crimson clouds are floating by, 
With transient beauties waving bow. 
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And I have watched the sunset glow, 
When golden clouds are in the west : 

Like silver veils they seem to flow 
Around the mansions of the blest. 

Then have I wished that I might share, 

When life's autumnal day is done, 
The glories of that Heaven there, 

Far, far beyond the setting sun. 



THE SLAVE SHIP. 

Hr WAIL on the midnight waters, 
^ To the shrieking sea-bird's cry ; 
From Afric's stolen daughters, 
They bear to our shores to die. 

Around, through the depths of ocean, 
The dread sea-monsters play, 

With a quick and fearful motion ; 
As they watch for human prey.  

The storm in its wrath is hasting, 
Death strides on the troubled air ; 

Gaunt Pestilence is wasting, 
In that dungeon of despair. 
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But hark ! for the ear is startled, 
By voices from the grave ; 

The shrieks of the broken-hearted 
As they plunge in the angry wave. 

For the suffering, dead, and dying, 
Are thrown to the raging flood ; 

While that cursed bark is flying, 
Through an ocean stained with blood. 

How long, O Lord ; forever, 
Will thy gathering vengeance sleep ? 

Till it wakes, Oh, never, never, 
Shall thy children cease to weep ! 



APOSTROPHE TO MEMORY. 

(J SACRED Memory! at thy control, 
Arise the latent sorrows of the soul, 
Or joy or grief, wake at thy mild command, 
Brought back to life by thy celestial wand. 
Mysterious Power ! exhaustless, unconfined, 
Thy beacon light leads back the wandering mind. 
Our lonely vigils at thy shrine we keep, 
And midnight tapers see us watch and weep; 
Till pitying angels stoop to calm our fears, 
Our offerings, sighs, and our libation tears. 
Oh, must we then, o'er life's wild ocean borne ; 



t» 
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Be ever doomed to sorrow and to mourn ! 
Beams no calm sunshine in this world below, 
To light and cheer our darker hours of woe ? 
Unlock thy urns— lo! nothing there appears, 
But perished joys of other days and years ! 
Of other days, when life's smooth sea was calm, 
And every sorrow brought a sweeter balm : 
Of other years, when youth's eventful prime 
Dreamed o'er the joys of ever cheating time. 
Hope's promised bliss is never won below : 
Bliss unalloyed, heaven only can bestow. 



THE HUMBLE MAN. 

pi E was not rich in treasures of this world ; 
^ But he was poor, as men will estimate 
A mortal's worth. Unnoticed and alone, 
He walked, as nature's simplest child ; but looked 
Upon the fields, and woods, and earth, and heaven 
Abroad, with an adoring heart to Him 
Who planned and built creation's loveliness. 
His was a lowly mansion, and a spot 
An Emperor might choose whereon to rest : 
Begirt by hills, a little rivulet 
Wound quietly between, and ancient trees 
Hung beautifully out their aged arms, 
Beneath whose shade, in happiness retired, 
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With the companionship of those whom God, 
Rich in his blessings, gave to sweeten life, 
Toiling for labors' rich and blest reward, 
He lived in peace with God and man, and held 
Communion with his Maker sweetly there: 
The fulsome breath of popular applause, 
His noble spirit spurned, and sought to weigh 
Its actions in the unerring scales of Heaven. 
But he was rich, rich in a steadfast hope, 
And rich in faith, rich as the immortal heir, 
With God '8 eternal Son, of that bright crown 
Purchased for him by the Redeemer's love. 
Nor was he poor in intellect, untaught 
In schools ; he read in nature's living page, 
Open to all her hidden mysteries. 
The jewels, his the Roman Matron wore, 
And his the pearl of greatest price divine. 

He was not great : but he was greatly good. 

He loved to smooth the rugged path of life, 

Not for himself alone : with healing hand 

He sought the home of wretchedness, and gave 

Freely his little store ; and better far, 

And worthier, the consolation gave, 

The blessing of that hope which only dies 

With death, and it was his supreme delight 

To meditate upon the laws of God ; 

And thus, instructed in the mysteries 

Of the Eternal One, to give Him praise. 
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So trained, his spirit sought its kindred skies : 

As on the confines of the eternal world 

He stood, and watched the fluctuating scenes 

Of life unmoved ; for well he knew the time 

Would shortly come when he should stand, approved, 

By God, with angels, and should there sit down 

With patriarchs and prophets, priests and kings, 

With Abraham, Isaac, Jacob and the host 

Innumerable, of the ransomed ones, 

To reap his everlasting, rich reward. 



LINES. 

" And I said, O, that I had wings like a dove ; for then would I fly 
away and be at rest." 

I I H, for the pinions of a dove ! 

I would not rest my weary wing 
Till, o'er the spirits that I love, 
My ardent soul was hovering. 

Away from all I prized — away 

From green New England's hills I come : 

Yet, wheresoe'er my footsteps stray, 
I feel that Heaven is still my home. 

Life is a transient summer's day, 

A sunset glow on ocean's crest — 

O, how I long to fly away, 

And with the weary be at rest! 
15 
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Yes, I have tried this world, until 
Little on earth is left to love ; 

And drank its bitter cups of ill — 
Oh, for a fadeless crown above ! 

A draught from that clear stream of life, 
Whose shores are bv the ransomed trod ; 

Away from sickness, sorrow, strife, 
Around the glorious throne of God ! 

And yet I know, when I shall sleep 
In death, as soon or late all must, 

A few who love me, long will weep, 
In silence o'er my faded dust. 

I do not love my life nor hate ; 

With all to hope, and naught to fear, 
May I my time abiding wait 

Until death's bridegroom shall appear. 

Oh, for the pinions of a dove, 

To fly away and be at rest ; 
Like him who shared the Saviour's love, 

Upon the dear Redeemer's breast. 
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To Mary, on the death of her mother, Jane T. Jenkins. 

WE MOURN AND WE REJOICE. 

" Weeping may endure for a night, 
But joy cometh in the morning." 

\u E mourn for thee as for no other ; 

Forever hushed thy tender voice ; 
A friend, a sister, consort, mother, 
Gone home to glory — we rejoice ! 

A friend who passed through toil or danger, 
That precious souls might hear and live ; 

Who clothed the naked, fed the stranger, 
Herself she gave, nor more could give. 

Consort dearest, alone and lonely, 

His weary pilgrimage must be ; 
While we are watching, waiting, only 

Till God shall call us home to thee. 

Mother, for thy love immortal, 
Thy daughter mourns a little while — 

Angels, who bore thy soul in triumph, 
Left on thy face a radiant smile. 

Sister, kindred souls will greet thee : 
God's light that Golden City fills ; 

We all are hastening on to meet thee, 
In beauty, on the Eternal Hills. 
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Asleep in Jesus, gone before us ; 

Their golden harps will Seraphs bring, 
To join in the everlasting chorus, 

And endless Allelujahs sing. 



TO J- 



I H I N K not, though from you I in spirit go bound 
To the faithful, the few, in Jerusalem found, 
Over Erie's dark waves, or Ontario's tide, 
To the hearts of my youth, and the hills of my pride. 

I forget where we toiled? how together we prayed 
For all beautiful Zion, now desolate made ; 
Whose daughters, borne captives, no longer can bring 
To her temples their offerings, her anthems to sing ! 

When morn is abroad over valley and hill, 
And the matins of songsters the atmosphere fills; 
When the warm summer sun has gone down in the West, 
And the angel of sleep draws the curtains of rest. 

May the incense of prayer to the Holiest ascend, 
For the wandering pilgrims, the father, the friend ; 
And O, sweet our communion of spirits shall be, 
Far away from thy sister, thy consort, and thee. 
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TO MY BROTHER RUSSEL. 

J7 A R in thy prairie home I greet thee, brother, 
Recalling all our hours of youthful prime; 
For thou hast known and loved me as no other 
Can know and love me on the shores of time. 

Long did we toil amid thy vales and mountains 
O, fair New England !. where our fathers sleep ; 

Together trod thy shades and drank thy fountains, 
Together learned to joy, together weep. 

The dear companion of thy life's endeavor, 
The early playmate of my youthful day, 

With thee is absent, but forgotten never, 
And cannot be till life has passed away. 

Oh, memories sacred to each faithful bosom ! 

Life's living pictures, beautiful arise ; 
Bright buds of hope, too few, alas ! will blossom, 

And bear their harvest fruits in paradise. 

Our sorrows, trials, changes, all were given, 

The measures of our sufferings to fill ; 
To turn our wayward, wandering feet to heaven, 

And bend and mould our spirits to His will. 

But I have asked, that one more joyful meeting 

May here be ours, before we sink to rest ; 

Forward to thee, my heart is ever beating, 

As beats thy own within a brother's breast. 
15* 
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And, Oh ! if not, be merciful, our Father, 
To us frail children of Thy grace and love ; 

Our trusting spirits purify and gather 
Into Thy glorious heaven of bliss above ; 

Where there is no more parting, death or sighing, 
But crowned, in triumph on the glassy sea, 

We live forever in the life undying, 

Joined through eternity in praising Thee. 



TO MY SISTER PHEBE L. 

I 1 EAR Sister ! wilt thou, must thou go ! 
-~^ All, all too soon, thy hand we press 
With mute adieu, to feel and know 
Those darker hours of loneliness. 

Sister, how brief is thy sojourn ? 

We asked but half one changing year ; 
And must we see thee now return, 

From pleasures that await thee here ? 

I know 'twill be thy envied lot 

A mother's converse sweet to share, 

Then this we ask, forget us not, 

For whom she breathes a fervent prayer. 
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And other hearts may proffer, too, 

Affection's wealth, thine to obtain ; 
Trust not too soon the untried and new, 

Since thou mayst never choose again. 

Though few save us should miss thee here, 
And thou goest to meet our household band ; 

Think sister, thou to them art dear, 
As to thy brother in a distant land. 

Why, in this world, are partings thus 

To friendship and to love decreed ? 
One watches o'er and cares for us, 

Or ours were lonely lots indeed. 

One cares for us, and we to Him 

Should live, Him, supreme in grace and love, 
That so, with saint and seraphim, 

Our meeting may be sure above. 

And now, farewell ! if never more 

With mine, a sister's feet shall press 
Ohio's bright and winding shore, 

Here in this world's wide wilderness : 

Know, that a brother's heart will turn 
To thee, 'mid childhood's hills of green ; 

To treasure hopes in memory's urn, 

To joys, to griefs, which ours have been. 
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Nor can a sister's love forget, 

A sister's love, deep, tried and true, 

The gladness of our hearts when met- 
The anguish of our last adieu. 



THE ICE PLANT. 

J WAS a beautiful plant, and it gaily grew, 
Scattering jewels o'er its glassy stem ; 
As when frost comes down on a morning dew, 
And makes of each drop a pearly gem. 

As a sister she watched, while sped the hours, 

Until its early decay began ; 
The best loved plant of her choicest flowers, 

The joy and the pride of Mariann. 

It faded, alas! on each tender shoot, 
Her care and her constancy were tried ; 

With her tears she watered its thirsty root 
In vain, for it withered, drooped and died. 

Oh, why should fall so saddening a blight, 
And the dearest, sweetest ones depart ! 

The love was too pure for a thing so slight, 
A nobler claim should have had her heart. 
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Oh, mystery of minds, who may reveal ! 

If affection on a flower hath dwelt ; 
I would love a heart that can think and feel, 

Not a plant that never thought or felt. 

May her thoughts ascend to the worlds above, 
And her hopes lay hold of things on high ; 

May she love her Saviour more, for His love 
She knows will never, never die 



THE TWO MANSIONS. 

rVEa mansion here, and I need not tell 

How dearly we love this sweet hamlet of ours ; 
Though never a palace, where princess may dwell, 
It is garnished by shadow, and sunshine and flowers, 

I've a mansion there, I shall never behold, 
Till I sail from this, to that mystical shore ; 

With a sapphire floor, and its walls of gold, 
With windows of agate and a crystal door. 

In my mansions here, there are hearts who have borne, 
The burdens of time, so gladly with me — 

When I leave them alone, I know they will mourn, 
But rejoice with my own, that my spirit is free. 
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By my mansion there, all in beauty are found, 

Those, by whose footsteps this world has been trod ; 

Their angels are standing within and around, 
Where they live in the light and glory of God. 

But my mansion here, though so dear it has been, 
I must leave, and be mutely and silently borne 

Away, to return — O, no, never again ; 

While others will linger, and languish and mourn. 

For my mansion there, by my Lord was prepared ; 

I wait — He will send His glad angel for me ; 
Our lives He has lived ; more than death He has shared, 

Where in glory He reigns, we forever may be. 



MORNING. 

J HE golden sun bursts through his amber veil 
Of clouds, and, upward on his chariot 
Of fire, he rides triumphantly and sheds, 
Upon the waking world, a smile 
Of gladness, with the mingled sound 
Of beast, bird, insect, and of creeping things. 
See, nature's incense from her waters rise ; 
A voice, harmonious, from all His works, 
Ascendeth upward to the great Father's throne, 
And calleth on man for his due meed of praise. 
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TO OUR GRANDMOTHER. 

qi LESSED mother of our mothers, blest, 
■^ On life's receding shore ; 
Dear mother of our fathers dear, 
We greet thee yet once more ! 

Beneath stern winter's stormy sky, 

While falls the crystal snow again, 
The Reaper, Death, has passed thee by — 
. To us thy smiles remain. 

A blessing on thy toil-worn feet, 

And on thy hoary hair ; 
Each day a constant thought of thee, 

And every night a prayer. 

The last, the last, the very last, 

Of all the roof-tree band ; ' 
Thy early and thy only love 

Still takes thee by the hand ; . 

Side by side together bound, 

Three-score and seven years, 
Together you have shared your joys, 

Together mingled tears. 

You are passing gently down the slope, 

To vanish from our view ; 
The crystal gateway stands ajar; 

Angels will welcome you. 
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Our only left grand-parents dear, 

Beneath the stars and sky ; 
Side by side where the violets bloom, 

Together you will lie. 

Gone to your solemn, silent graves ; 

Thought often will repair, 
The broken link about the hearth, 

And fill the 'customed chair: 

While Hope shall plume her heavenward wing, 

And living Faith will trust, 
Our spotless souls shall rise to you 

At the Resurrection of the Just. 



TO OUR GRANDFATHER, ISAAC TABER. 

For a Family Reunion. 

[70UR-SCORE and ten thy years have been, 

Through winter storms and summer rain ; 
Grandfather dear, we meet thee here, 
Upon thy natal day again. 

With careful steps we watch the tread, 

Our early childhood haunts along ; 
Our blessings on thy hoary head, 

Who once, like us, wast young and strong. 
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But years of strength and manhood's mien, 

May not return to thee again — 
Of all thy loved, the sought, the seen, 

How very few to thee remain ! 

Calm, through the city of the dead, 

Thou soon wilt seek that golden throne ; — 

Now, peacefully, we see thee tread 
Thy silent way, not all alone. 

No, not alone, some still remain, 

The places of the lost to fill ; 
To give thee love, be loved again ; 

Thy children are around thee still ; 

Save only twain of thy offspring dear. 

Thy brothers all have passed away : 
Ah ! nevermore to meet us here, 

On theirs, or on thy natal day. 

Thou standest on the trembling brink, 

Waiting the gales to waft thee o'er 
To souls redeemed, with them to drink 

Those living waters evermore. 

m 

Some there will be, who may watch and weep 

As thou floatest away, till they lose thy voice ; 

There are sainted ones, who have fallen asleep 

In Christ, thou wilt hail and with them rejoice. 
16 
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STORM AND DARKNESS. 

jES, I have felt, and, feeling can portray 
The soundless depths of desolation's sway ; 
Those awful tempests of the storm beat soul 
When lightnings flash, and crashing thunders roll ! 
Despair sits brooding o'er the dark profound, 
No ray to pierce the midnight gloom around ; 
When reason reels upon her trembling throne, 
Our journey in the storm and night alone; 
By no safe guide, no guardian spirit led, 
But weary, wandering with the living dead ! 
Racked with keen pangs, and struggling for breath, 
" I passed by the very gates of death." 
My hopes all blighted, all my idols slain, 
My spirit's anguish more than my body's pain ; 
Wrecked on Despair's tumultuous, stormy shore, 
Died living deaths, and died them o'er and o'er. 



CALM AND SUNSHINE. 

(KLACK night of tempests: — My Redeemer spoke, 
"^ The waves were stilled, the calm, clear morning 

broke : 
His light His love, His peace, beyond control, 
Like healing balm, through all my being stole. 
My God, my Saviour, and my all in all, 
Before Thy feet, with trembling awe, I fall. 
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Lo ! joyous hope, Thou givest for doubts and fears, 
For tears of grief, Thou givest contrition's tears: 
Through dreadful depths of darkness was I led ; 
Thou gav'st back the living for the dead. 
Bowed to Thy will, my silent mouth in dust, 
I learn to love Thee, serve Thee, wait and trust ; 
I kiss Thy rod, I drink the cup, nor fear; 
" For all I bless Thee, most for the severe." 
Light of my life ! Thine, Thine, forevermore, 
Adore, my soul ! O, wonder and adore ! 



RESTORATION. 



J HE seals of Death are broken, and I again am free, 

Rejoicing with the living, in the life that mine may be. 
Again, my God hath given all the light of other years, 
I seem once more to listen, as to music 'mid the spheres, 

Upon my way, with gladness and thankfulness I speed, 
Content, and pleased to follow where'er my Lord shall lead ; 
Rejoicing in my labor, what'er the work may be ; 
For the love I bear my Saviour, who lived and died for me ; 
For the love I bear His children, whom He has called to 

share, 
Each one alone his burden, and each a cross to bear. 
With them to hold communings, that nothing can destroy, 
Or with their spirits mingle in sorrow or in joy ; 
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For the love I bear the erring, strayed from the Master's 

fold, 
Unheeding still the message of mercy often told. 

• 

Still working, waiting, praying that His eternal love 
May keep, and guide, and gather them into His fold above ; 
And, when we lay the burthens of our toilsome journey 

down, 
May give us, with His white-robed saints, an everlasting 

crown. 



TO HULDAH AND ELIZA. 

tV TIME there was — how fancy loves to roam, — 

^* Your childhood knew a ibnd, endearing home, 
A faithful mother all your sorrows bore — 
O, sacred name, — your lips must speak no more : 
Her form resigned its high, immortal trust, 
Slowly to mingle with its mother dust. 
Indulgent heaven ; such goodness has supplied 
To few ; scarce such worth has lived, and died. 

By cruel fate, sad orphans, ye were hurled 
Into a cold, unfeeling, heartless world. 
But there was one who watched, in fervent prayer, 
Your youthful years, with all a parent's care ; 
And he will live in memory's treasured store, 
Till time and sorrow shall be yours no more. 
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How sweet the balm a faithful friend imparts, 
To heal the wounds of broken, bleeding hearts ; 
And shall that treasure from your hearts be riven, 
Immortal friendship, unto angels given ? 
Nor sole to angels ; bright to fading clay 
Beams the fair sunshine of her cloudless day : 
Let the last cheering ray of life depart, 
But leave, 0, leave that treasure to my heart. 

Time o'er your brother, manhood's veil scarce threw, 
Ere ye were doomed to deeply drink anew 
At sorrow's fount ; and mourn a spotless youth, 
Graced by the light of everlasting Truth. 
And who of all the young and buoyant throng, 
But blessed his footsteps as he passed along ? 
By reigning truth, which beamed in his eye, 
They learned to live ; others he taught to die. 
A holy zeal, that fervent spirit draws, 
To visit Zion in her Saviour's cause; 
He left behind each dearer, stronger tie 
To serve his Lord — to serve Him and to die. 
But, oh, the sorrows of that bitter day ; 
He died in peace with strangers far away. 
His star went down behind the darkened west, 
But rose to light the morning of the blest. 
While mourners met and mingled bitter tears, 
Closed the clouds of grief o'er your youthful years ; 
But not alone ye wept, for well we know, 
Bled many a heart that dared not own its woe. 
16* 
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Farewell, away to other lands ye go, 

To meet us never, never here below. 

Farewell ! and be Omnipotence your guide, 

While toiling down life's ever-flowing tide. 

Aye, may we meet, upon that calmer shore, 

Where time, nor change, nor death can part us more. 



TO A YOUNG WRITER. 

J HESE lines will meet the pardoning eye of thine, 
I boast not here of art or skill divine ; 
If numbers flow with elegance and ease, 
May they instruct, enliven, warm and please. 

There are who, through life's even way will wend, 
Nor find, nor ask, the blessing of a friend : 
Such sterner souls have never yet been taught, 
To feel the bold aspirations of thought. 
They pass the world without a single sigh ; 
Contented live and unremembered die. 
How hard, by chains of penury confined, 
To burst the iron fetters of the mind ! 
There is a nameless sigh, the ardent soul 
Has breathed, beyond the spirit's stern control ; 
Such have I felt, o'er fields of knowledge fair 
When dim my taper burned in midnight air. 

How may'st thou know, untried, how canst thou find 
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The energies of thy immortal mind ? 
Remember, speeds swift-winged the flight of time; 
Check not thy growing genius in its prime. 
Tempt oft its wing, and send thy eye abroad, 
From men to angels, systems, worlds, to God. 
There lost in Him, thy nothingness explore ; 
In silence pause to wonder and adore. 

Should we look back in life's latest waning hour, 
And see improved each moment in our power, 
We might not weep its fleeting days so few ; 
'Twere all that men have done, or angels do. 



TO PLINEY EARLE. 

On his Leaving Providence, Boarding School. 

WAIN be my search, yet will I hope to find 

What few here find — in thee a changeless friend ; 
To merit just, to faults and follies blind, 

Who censures not where he may not commend. 

My heart may tell, by warm affection led, 
How much it feels no language can express ; 

A heart that loved in learning's paths to tread, 
And sought them most, but fortune favored less. 

The molten keys of strong poetic fire, 

Have, through the windings of thy spirit, turned ; 
And thou hast struck to loftier strains thy lyre, 

When young ambition's quenchless flames have burned. 
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Still are its chords? they must not ever sleep, 
This Western world's Arcadian groves among ; 

They yet may wake a callous throng to weep ; 
A world that scorns to smile on genius young. 

Young, all have been, and all, at times, have knelt 
To genius, throned in his dominion proud ; 

Have proved alike, the transient woes that melt 
The soul in grief, and pass, a summer cloud. 

Gone are those hours — and more unlovely seem 
Life's scenes to hearts, that fettered, would be free. 

Have not we wished we might forever dream, 
Nor wake again to dull reality? 

But if, on earth, aught yields a calm delight, 
And other joys in life's best gifts, redeem, 

It is, where science sheds her sacred light, 
To bask in Truth's eternal cloudless beam : 

To mark the laws, the Universe that bind, 
Guiding the orbs unnumbered in their course; 

To search the depths of matter and of mind, 
And trace revealing nature to its source : 

To read the records of historic page, 

Or at her sacred oracles enquire ; 
To gather gems from every clime and age 

And kindle at the muse's holy tire. 
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Such hast thou done— and wilt thou now depart? 
To light thy way, science her lamps will lend ; 

m 

Here hast thou met full many a kindred heart, 
Thou will not cease to love till life shall end. 

Full many a heart, that hither buoyant came, 
And struggled long, as hope attractive led, 

Has gone — oh, where ! not to the halls of fame ; 
But to the chilly regions of the dead. 

Life yet hath left its thousand charms to love , 

Thy sun burns not in his meridian day ; 
Have not thy deeds a record found above ? 

May guardian angels shape thy heedful way. 

And is it come — the hour when we must part ! 

For, as the ivy clasps the mountain oak, 
So had my own around thy better heart 

Its tendrils wound — and how rudely are they broke ! 

But, oh, that word — must it be heard by thee ? 

In which a thousand thoughts and feelings dwell, 
Of what has been, and is, or yet may be, 

That thrilling word, the parting, last farewell ! 

Yes, there are hours, when love, as life departs ; 

And there are griefs, too mighty to withstand ; 
Such are the parting of congenial hearts, 

Asunder torn by death's relentless hand. 
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But go, and blessings fall upon thy ear ; 

Calm be thy voyage upon the " summer sea ;" 
Thou canst not pass without a parting tear, 

Since tears will fall and prayers ascend for thee.' 

How wilt thou turn thee with a homeward sigh, 
When other suns in other lands will rise ; 

And viewing, calm, the glorious evening sky, 
Thou, all unknown, wilt thus soliloquize: 

" How beautiful the o'er arching heaven burns 
With quenchless fires ! around my home they shed 

Their softened light — Ah, home ! affection turns 
Fondly to thee, and joyfully I tread 

The self-same spot, my infant footsteps trod ; 

Field, village, wood, and deep o'er shadowed dell ; 
Or strew my tears upon the verdant sod, 

Above the hearts I loved so long, so well ! 

But they have reached the Emerald Isles above ; 

And if, no more they bless my coming years, 
Yet oft will memory's review prove their love, 

Beyond the shades of doubt or gyve of fears. 

At this calm hour, where learning sheds her lore, 
Have I gone forth, unnoticed and alone ; 

To hear, far off, the city's dying roar, 

While from that hum, came music's softened tone. 
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And the deep bell tolled the flight of time, 
As if to hail the moon's unclouded light, 

Pealed its clear notes, with deep, melodious chime, 
Far o'er, the hill along the ear of night. 

And I am there ; and now around me seem 
The loved, with whom an interchange of hearts 

I feel — 'tis friendship's hour — alas, I dream ! 
And Truth again to his dominion starts. 

To warm my heart with ever-genial ray, 

Thus fancy yields each dear remembered scene — 

I am alone — my ' home is far away,' 

And lightnings flash, and oceans roll between." 

And more, from forth thy mystic spell 

May there be breathed, than I should dare to name ; 
A strain adown the tide of time to swell, 

And win thee laurels in the fields of fame. 



TO A COUSIN. 

LVLONE have I sat in affliction, 
^ Which the lot of frail mortals must be ; 

But, backward my heart is now beating, 
Dear Cynthia, to youth and to thee. 
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By the shores of Champ lain were the fountains, 
Where thou gathered the wild-wood flowers ; 

The shades of Adirondack mountains 
Fell oveu thy childhood bowers. 

Thine was the mirth and the gladness 

At times, that will come to all, 
And thine were the griefe and sadne* 

Which our common lot befall. 

Away from the land of the living, 
Went some of thy household band, 

In life's glad beautiful morning, 
To dwell in " the spirit land." 

And left thee desolate, lonely, 

Here on time's moaning tide, 
With God and his blessed angels, , 

Ever thy guard and guide. 

While thou and thy companion, 

Sought the Canadian clime ; 
Where, in your peaceful dwelling, 

I have met thee many a time. 

Long ere thy journeying ended, 

Was he taken from thy side — 
God watches over his lonely ones — 

Again wast thou a bride. 
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Thy brother, and his consort faithful, 

Alone remain to thee ; 
The only withered branches 

Upon your household tree. 

I think of the many glad meetings, 

With you in your fragrant bowers; 
I think of the many sad partings, 

That have been yours and ours ; 

I think of thy dear, gentle sister, 

She seems to press my hand, 
As when, in that joyous winter, 

With us in our mountain land. 

I think of those faithful servants, 

Who, at their Lord's command, 
Proclaimed His Gospel message 

In many a distant land. 

So are lifted, the lights and shadows, 

In memory's golden urn ; 
And on its sacred altar 

The watch-fires ever burn. 

Though I may never greet thee, 

Upon this changeful shore ; 
I trust that I shall meet thee 

Where parting is no more. 

17 
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FOR AN ALBUM. 

I N fancy's dream or memory's store, 

We all may often meet once more ; 
And check the rising tear to feel 
The love that kindred hearts reveal,. 
Who have been taught the griefe to share, 
Our bowed and burdened spirits bear. 
Though mountains rise or rivers roll, 
Yet friendship shall unite the soul. 



THE NIGHT STORM. 

fj PON the lake of Galilee, 

A storm strode forth in wrathful pride ; 
And its wild waves dashed fearfully 
Against the toiling vessel's side. 

And murmured hoarse, responsive there, 
The thunders, rolling dark and high, 

Which seemed to mock each fervent prayer, 
From faithful hearts, prepared to die. 

When, lo ! upon their wondering sight, 
There burst a bright, mysterious form — 

The boldest saw with pale affright, 
The awful spirit of the storm 
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That passing seemed, but turned — and near 
The waters walked ; and more dismayed, 

They heard a voice, " be of good cheer," 
For " it is I, be not afraid." 

Upon the wave, that ne'er before 

A mortal foot had held, He trod ; 
And went up thence, as from a shore 

Upon the deck — a man — a God. 

The winds were hushed, the waves to rest 

Then sank all quietly away ; 
And, on the tranquil waters breast, 

Fair morning saw that vessel lay. 

Thou Blessed One ! when passions fill 
Our souls with storms and sin's tempest, 

Be near, and whisper, " peace, be still," 
And guide us to the port of rest. 



TO ELMYRA. 

I N the halls of the dead, thy father doth now slumber ; 

And are we all wasting so soon to decay ? 
Aye ! full soon to join with the still dreamless number 
Who have passed from the earth and its sorrows away. 
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Think not thou hast lost friendship and parental affection, 

Unpitied, forgotten, in sorrow exiled ; 
There are those who will grant thee, Elmyra protection : 

And God watches o'er thee, misfortune's lone child. 

If those we most love, from life's joyless warring 
Have passed to the home of their spirits above, 

There are those who mourn with thee, with love more 
endearing ; 
And mercy descends like that heavenly dove, 

Which, bright on our Saviour, from Jordan's waves turn- 
ing, 
Was resting, to prove Him and mission divine. 
Oh, may faith guide thy steps, with thy lamp trimmed 
and burning, 
Ever joy in this life, and in death, peace be thine. 



FAREWELL. 



J HEN fare thee well, and ah, forever! 
If forever it must be, 
And again I meet thee never ; 
In lonely moments think of me. 

The storms of life may round thee gather, 
With grief thy heart may be oppressed ; 

But trust thou in thy Heavenly Father, 
And He will guide thee home to rest. 
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TO MY FRIEND. 

lAiHO that hast tried life's pains, its pleasures, 

Hast found but life on earth to love ; 
Oh, for that amaranthine treasure, 
The fadeless crown of bliss above. 

Gold, glory, power, in tribulation, 

Cannot soothe affliction's smart ; 
Affection's balm and resignation, 

Only heal the wounded heart. 

Is hope despair, have friends departed ? 

Our Saviour's love will never cease ; 
Come unto me, ye weary hearted, 

Come and receive the gift of peace. 

Cleansed by His blood, He will receive us, 
Before the God our prayers addressed ; 

And where the wicked cannot grieve us, 
There the weary are at rest. 

Life flits a shadow — time is hasting — 

Death spares not great, grave,* gay or just — 

The soul survives, yet beauty wasting, 
Moulders back- to mother dust. 

Friendship survives, and burns affection, 

Though distance, time, death intervene; 

With fond regret dwells recollection, 

Upon each dear domestic scene. 
17* 
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Driven o'er life's tumultuous ocean, 
Many a storm thy bark will see ; 

Yet, in thy hours of calm devotion, 
Remember those that pray for thee. 

When heaves my heart its last pulsation, 
And mourners drop the parting tear ; 

And thou shalt read this heart's dictation, 
Oh ! think whose hand has written here. 



STANZAS. 

J^EACE may be the lot of that mind, 
^^* Which seeks it in meekness and love ; 
But raptures of bliss are confined 
To beatified spirits above. 



Hope may dwell in the heart of the blest, 
Shedding light o'er the wanderer's way ; 

But in heaven we only shall rest, 
In the light of an endless day. 

Faith shines as the pilgrim's bright star, 
Like that which o'er Bethlehem staid, 

To guide the lone shepherds afar ; 
Long my path may it e'er be laid. 
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THE AURORA BOREALIS. 

WHENCE are ye! meteors of the North, 

When sombre darkness rules in turn ; 
Who spread your silver pinions forth, 
And bids your flaming beauties burn ? 

Oft, as enraptured I behold you, 

When your flaming glories rise, 
It seems that ye are happy spirits 

Sporting in the star-lit skies. 

Who knows to tell your mystic story ; 

Ye sport around the beacon star, 
And seem to point to realms of glory, 

Away in brighter worlds by far. 



THE CRYSTAL FOREST. 

iVGAIN woke morning, and the sun in his glory 

Looked down from his throne in his wide, pathless 
way; 
And the mists, as they rose on the wings of Aurora, 
Left a pearl on each bud, a gem on each spray. 

Flashed the crystalline forest in untold splendor, 
By diamonds bedecked, hung with amber and gold ; 

Glanced the meadows with mirrors of glass spread o'er, 
As the sunrise that banner of beauty unrolled. 
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I sighed not that night would soon darken o'er me, 
I mourned not that such transient beauties were given ; 

But, entranced at the beautiful prospect before me, 
I thought of the crystalline glories of Heaven. 

• 

I wished, when my life, with its changes had passed over, 
Leaving no trace of its sorrows, its pains, or its care, 

Accepted to stand, by the throne of Jehovah, 
Mid glories of realms more divine, more fair. 



AN EPITAPH. 

I OLD must thou be with me, 
^^ What I have been thou art, 
And what I am, shalt be ; 
Serve God with all thy heart. 

My counsel cannot save, 

Or give thee heavenly bread : 

A voice from out the grave, 
A warning from the dead. 

Reflect with awful fear 
Upon thy certain doom ; 

And let no mirth be near 
The silence of the tomb. 
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In peace, oh, let me rest; 

And softly mayst thou tread 
Over my silent breast, 

The ashes of the dead. 

The world rolls on as vain, 

Its joys have dried the tear 
Of grief, and all again 

Is as when I was here. 

But time will change this scene, 

Death throw a dart at thee ; 
Thou art what I have been, 

And what I am, must be. 



CHRISTIAN PILGRIM. 

iVLONE he walked his heavenward way, 
His Saviour guides him day by day ; 
He mourns to see His name denied, 
To hear the thoughtless throng deride 
The Lamb who came the lost to save, 
O'er death triumphant and the grave. 
His prayers ascend that God will bless 
The faithful few in loneliness. 
Yet, are there other tears that flow, 
Which none but holy saints may know ; 
Yet .deem not burning tears of pain, 
For sins and crimes that still remain, 



202 Selections of 

Nor tears for passion unsubdued ; 

But joyful tears of gratitude : 

A gratitude too deep for word, 

That's ever felt, but never heard 

By earth's sad, struggling, heedless throng, 

Which pass life's ways in haste along. 

Then how doth love his soul possess, 

With peaceful, melting tenderness. 

Oh, for that holy stream to flow, 

Whilst on my pilgrimage below : 

Oh, for the sweet communion known, 

By saints and holy hearts alone. 

Not wealth or fame I seek to share : 

For grace I only ask; my prayer 

To live beloved, lamented die, 

And gain at last the crown on high. 



THE GOOD MAN'S DEATH. 

lAl H O that hath stood beside his bed, 

And o'er him watched with filial care, 
And seen the Christian lay his head 

In death, nor breathed the prophet's prayer 

Oh, let me die the good man's death, 
As his last hour, so let mine be ; 

When angels waft, as fails his breath, 
His soul to immortality. 
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He sees, he hears the unnumbered band, 

Triumphant in the upper sky ! 
They stoop to take him by the hand 

And give a welcome home on high. 

The grave has no chilling power ! 

Death has for him no awful voice ; 
Oh, for such hope, at such an hour! 

Well may the dying saint rejoice. 

Oh, let me die the good man's death, 

As his last hours, so let mine be ; 
When angels waft, as fails his breath, 

His soul to immortality. 



THANKSGIVING. 

YET again are we gathered with joyful accord, 

Where the hearts of His children are turned to their 
Lord: 
For the bountiful harvest that crowns the full year, 
For the wheat in the blade, and the corn in the ear ; 

For the crownings of peace, like that heavenly dove, 
Upon Jesus that rested, from regions above, 
When the voice of the angels o'er Jordan's broad brim, 
Sang sweetly, " the Saviour of men," hear ye Him. 
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The melodious songs of thanksgiving we raise 
To our God and Redeemer, with anthems of praise ; 
For life, health and blessings in mercy He gave, 
While the loved, the lamented, lie cold in the grave. 

With His bounteous favors profusely bestowed, 
May we cheerfully journey on life's checkered road; 
While the great God and Father of all we adore, 
Return thanks for the past, and hope humbly for more. 



NATURE'S CHILD. 

LY YE, he was nursed among the mountains vast 

Of Nature's chiseling, the eternal hills, 
The ancient oaks, the solemn depths of woods, 
Careering winds, tumultuous cataracts, 
Were erst his youth's companions. He has watched 
On the green carpet of the moss-grown rock, 
Rude Nature's child, to mark the fleecy foam 
Bursting above, and dashing furious down 
The time-worn, channelled, bare and ragged rocks, 
Into the dark, wild and boiling gulf below ; 
While struggling winds threw sportive up the spray 
Through forest curtains, trembling to the gale, 
And taught the bow to plume his golden locks. 
He turned, at length, reluctantly away, 
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When, from the low dashing of the distant flood, 
Game a thin voice, "If, in this mortal world, 
Such grand visions speak the hand of Heaven, 
How glorious that in which immortals reign ! " 



WELLS BEACH. 

10 ST in a reverie of holy thought, 

^* Upon the shores of praised Columbia's sea, 

My feet I press, e'en on that sacred place 

Where God's own finger marked its furthest bourn, 

And said, when rose creation out of night, 

And "morning stars together sang for joy," 

Here rest thee, ocean, this shall be thy bound. 

As when the Almighty Fiat bade thee wave 

A watery swathe around this mundane sphere, 

Thou heavest now amid the wrecks of time ; 

To rock till peals the long, loud funeral knell 

Of dying worlds, when comes our God to roll 

Systems to naught, and bid them wheel no more. 

Entranced, I stand in meditation lost, 

And look, with upward eye of faith, into 

That world of spirits, far beyond the bound 

Of passing time, with holy hope to loose, 

In that great ocean of unbounded bliss, 

Myself with glorious archangels there. 
18 
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THE FAMILY CIKCULAR. 

I OME, all ye brothers, sisters, dear, 
^~ Come, sit you down, and you shall hear/ 
Just why brother Louis so much prefers 
To read o'er and o'er, " The Circular." 
And first, it tells, just as before, 
Him all about the farmer lore ; 
So many chickens, turkeys, ducks, 
Or all the haps, and all the lucks ; 
How many cows we milk, or may, 
The lambs that skip, and calves that play. 
Of flax, corn, oats, of wheat or hay ; 
Of Charley, Jenny, or Nelly Gray ; 
And some things that the neighbors say. 
Or, if the sheet should not be full, 
About the sheep and price of wool : 
The fruits we pick, or store, or dry, 
For apple, mince or pumpkin pie. 
Some space to garden sauce we give, 
The very things that help us live ; 
About the bees or sugar made, 
And what their worth in cash or trade. 

Next, all about the beauteous flowers, 
That so beguile and cheer the hours : 
Some in the house, some at the door, 
Two or three score of them or more : 
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All blooming, with a glad surprise, 
They look at us with human eyes ; 
Our hands they almost seem to shake, 
And thank us for the care we take. 
When strangers to your home shall come, 
Show where the roses, lilies bloom ; 
If in the gladsome days of spring, 
Violets, jonquils, cowslips, bring ; 
Or when the shrill Cicada drums, 
Asters, dahlias, chrysanthemums. 
The birds I know upon the wing, 
Though I no more can hear them sing, 
Admire unfeathered, tiny brood, 
With mouths upturned, agape for food ; 
The fairy wren, the swallow gay, 
Their nests aloft, or hid away ; 
As sunbeam flashes from flower to flower, 
The humming-birds amid the bower. 

Then, come the little children all, 
Grandchildren, too, so sweet and small ; 
How much they weigh, how fast they grow, 
How well they learn, how much they know : 
Pearlie, Carrie, Winnie, Fred, Edwin, 
Names pretty as can e'er be seen. 
Our own dear children, where are they? 
Some near our homes, some far away, 
On Kansas or Dakota's plain, 
Toiling for livelihood and gain. 
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Some in the Indian's fertile land, 
Some following their Lord's command ; 
Better are they, with love at home, 
Than those who choose afar to roam ; 
These shores of time, long may they tread- 
A few are numbered with the dead. 
Where e'er they go, what e'er befall, 
The Lord be merciful to all. 

Last comes our own far-sundered band ; 
Those still around our mountain land. 
A lone one hear, and others there, 
Like snowflakes drifted everywhere ; 
As never near one mother's heart, 
One or two thousand miles apart. 
I, out one side, half way between. 
Just where I never can be seen, 
As the fiery steed flies fast and free, 
Over the prairies and on to the sea — 
Still the cords of love bind you to me. 
Less old in deeds, than old in years, 
. If worn by time, more worn by tears, 
The storms of life must soon be o'er ; 
Calmly we near that peaceful shore, 
Waiting that far, lone journeying, 
To the city of the eternal King ; 
Trusting when trial, change are past, 
Redeemed, in Heaven to meet at last. 
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MAPLE GROVE. 

The Home of his Youth. 

lVMONG these green and everlasting hills, 

^- Dark mantling forests hid the solar ray ; 
The pale wild violets, bordered streams and rills 

That leaped, unseen, 'mid snow-white foam and spray, 
Hasting to ocean depths, they speed adown the steep 

And ragged rocks, the hand of nature threw 
Across their paths, — So life's poor voyagers sweep 

Along the stream of time, to worlds they never knew. 

On the far summit of yon giant height, 

Whose proud top strives with clouds, and storms, and 
snow, 
The Indian's eagle glance surveys the bright 

Wild varying landscape o'er the world below. 
Behold that strong unconquered warrior stand, 

His dark eye glancing o'er the blue Champlain ; 
Calling the spirits of his father- land, 

To come and reassert their glorious ancient reign. 

Perplexed, he hears from transatlantic land, — 
The Christian host with martial banners came, 

With murderous hearts, to throw the battle brand, 
And spread death's arrows with the lightning's flame. 

The Iroquois around him closer drew, 
His wampum belt, a sadder visage bore ; 

Then looked a loved, a long, a last adieu, 

And vanished from the scene, never to trace it more. 

18* 
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The lordly eagle, from his rook-built dome, 

Screamed to the blast — the wolf prowled through the 
vale; 
The vulture stooped — the proud, wild deer, at home 

Threw up his antlers to the mountain gale. 
Alas ! a change comes o'er the solemn scene ; 

The earth hath lost its ancient sombre shade, 
The white man's foot and Avarice here have been — 

The lofty forest, low, like prouder man is laid ; 

On one loved spot, the sturdy woodman's stroke 

Felled nature's giant sons, and sunlight drew 
The stubborn soil, his hardy spirit broke, 

And waving grain in humbler beauty grew. 
But, down, as still as falls the summer rain, 

The embryo keys, in that soft soil were laid, 
A lovely little forest rose again, 

In beauty, o'er the ruins of the ancient shade. 

In boyhood's years, our hands with ceaseless care 

Watched in its strength, to trim the rising wood ; 
For whom, hath Science ope'd her treasures there, 

Where thoughts were breathed of higher, holier mood. 
Glad as young genius in life's sacred spell, 

Sheds pure affection's warm unsullied tear: 
So gay ambition promised e'en to tell 

To future times, their hands were busied faithful here. 

The speckled trout leaped up the joyous rill, 
He now forsakes for deeper, broader streams, — • 
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The smith's loud stroke, the noisy lathe, the mill, 

Are heard, where bright the smelting furnace gleams. 

The school-house there, its humbler task fulfils, 
The loftier mansion throws its shadow here — 

Glad flocks and herds graze over all the hills, 

And Maple Grove is known around, or far, or near. 

Close by that lovely, wild sequestered spot, 

The saints of God were gathered oft in prayer ; 
And near, lowly, unmarked, lone, unforgot, 

Their kindred rested from their labors there. 
Now, wasting heaps of stone and earth, remain 

To tell where lips were touched with hallowed fire ; 
Statelier rises the roof they reared again, 

Of loftier height, but never dome or spire. 

And one in quest of science, from that mountain home, 

Who wandered far towards the changing sea, 
Has back to his old haunts, o'er wearied, come. 

Calls to young aspiring souls all free — 
Around him gathered manv a kindred heart : 

His aid, instruction fell from Zeno's tongue ; 
Through nature's depths, fearless, the height of art, 

Together they trod, life's pleasant scenes among. 

This select, ardent, classic band, Louis led 
That winter through, in quest of latent lore, 

Zealously, on dreamful scenes their spirits fed ; 
The next, another's aid he seeks once more. 
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And who of all the friendly spirits there met, 
Whom Eliza taught to bask in learning's ray, 

With commingled hearts, can even half forget 
Those hours, which sped with gladsome light away. 

There is a pleasure and a thrilling power 

In words, when greetings have been long delayed"; 

But, oh! the burning thoughts! that bitter hour! 
When friendship's parting tears may not be stayed. 

And now is ours, the tenderness, the love, 

4 

A band of brothers and of sisters feel, 
When, from the ark of home, like Noah's dove, 

They fly with wounded heart which time can scarcely 
heal. 

Turning, we mingle with the unheeding world ; 

Each down life's stream to take a devious way. 
Eternal Father ! be Thy light unfurled, 

To guide Thy flock who gladly will obey. 
With scenes of mourning, sorrow, and of strife, 

Full well we know our faith must yet be tried ; 
Through this we pass, to gain eternal life, 

And Jesus will be all, when all is dross besides. 

And now, farewell ! we meet — alas to part ! 

Long Maple Grove will shade its verdant sod ; 
When death has silenced in the dust each heart, 

And given our spirits to their Father, God. 
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Is this the last ? we may not soon forget 

How tears, like raindrops from their fountains fell. 

Oh ! meet we never, never, where we met ! 

Farewell ! yet once more affection answers, Farewell ! 



MY SISTER. 

My SISTER! shall I ever hope to hear, 

Tones sweeter to a brother's ear ; 
Or gladder sounds the heart to cheer, 

My sister. , 

Even when expression seems but cold, 
Who has not felt, that he ne'er has told, 
Affection's fever, tried friendship's gold ? 

My sister, 

I know the worth of a sister's heart 
That can share a brother's griefs apart : 
Oh, the beautiful isles on friendship's chart! 

My sister. 

Why should one loved so well be sad — 
Accept the good, reject the bad, 
In sorrow make thy brother glad 

My sister. 
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So will we live, as sister, brother, 
Helping, cheering on each other ; 
Through this world, striving for another, 

My sister. 

Yes, o'er life's ocean we will sail 
Through sun and shade, or calm or gale, 
Our's is a pilot that ne'er will fail, 

My sister. 

When our bark has gained her port at last, 
With the anchor of hope we'll make her fast, 
And her freight of souls on that shore will cast, 

My sister. 

Oh, I could not live, had I none to love, 
As mourns the mate of the turtle-dove, 
I should languish away into worlds above : 

My sister. 

And wait, and wait for my loved ones there, 
In those beautiful fields of empyrean air, 
Their friendship in glory, forever to share, 

My sister. 
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TO DR. PLINEY EARLE. 

I 1 E A R Pliney, for I cannot name 
The titles that have won thy fame ; 
Fondly will recollection dwell 
On that alone, I loved so well. 

As wanders now my spirit back, 

O'er life's dark and devious track, 

When thou and I together grew 

On one loved spot, in friendship true. 

The breath of morn, the balm of eve, 

Successive, lead me to believe, 

In Learning's loved and ancient walls, 

Where now the stranger's footstep falls, 

That ours a meeting was of hearts, 

Which time or distance never parts. 

I saw my fondest hopes decay, 
In sadness to my home returned ; 
The fever fires of sickness burned — 
And thou in other lands away. 

Aye, far in Europe's climes thou strode, 
Among the honored, great and good ; 
Or where the suffering maniac dwells, 
Or crime is chained in dungeon cells : 
Taught thus, with generous healing art, 
To win blest reason back to the heart ; 
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To raise, by Mercy's aids combined, 
The crushed and suffering of our kind. 
The swelling tones of honor's voice 
I hear, and in thy joy rejoice. 
May'st thou thy sphere benignly fill, 
A blessing be, in this world of ill. 

Oh, that my lyre could thus impart, 
Forgetful of disease and crime, 

One thrill of gladness to thy heart, 
And memories wake of other times. 



TO H. W. 

On the Second Anniversary of her Husband's Death. 

I I H , when the last chain from love's casket of gold, 

Is broken by death in his treacherous hold ; 
How affection turns back to the tried and true, 
And opens the fountains of sorrow anew. 

Twice over thy mansion, has summer's warm breath 
Scattered roses and fragrauce, since mantled by death : 
Stern winter twice round it with rudeness and storm — 
And forsaken it stands, like thy spirit to mourn. 

Soon spring will pass over its desolate bowers, 
To restore in their beauty the vines and the flowers; 
But, alas ! there is one, whom lamenting thou art, 
Spring never can restore to thy desolate heart. 
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When life's setting sun throws its shadows and gloom, 
And friends, one by one, are gone down to the tomb; 
As fades the dim stars from the traveller's sight, 
In the storm and the tempest, that darkens the night : 

How hard, from the loved and dearest to part, 
The more than the brother or the friend of thy heart ; 
To give back to the Father his blessing and trust, 
To His keeping the spirit, whose mansion is dust ! 

On that sad day's return, when resignedly fell, 
In the accents of death, thy loved consort's farewell ; 
I marked how, in anguish, still faithful thine felt, 
And taught my own heart in affliction to melt. 

Then gladly, for thee, could my spirit repair 
Alone in its sadness, to breathe the still prayer, 
To the God of the widow and fatherless one, 
To bless thy lone steps till thy journey is done : 

And gather, at last, to His garner above, 

Thy soul to himself, and the blest of thy love : 

Forever to triumph, and ever to adore, 

Where parting, and sorrow and death are no more. 



19 
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I WOULD BE A HUMMING-BIRD 

I IH, I would be a humming-bird, 

And know no weary wintry hours, 
Forever winging o'er the world, 

To drink the sweets of summer flowers. 



Around the busy haunts of men, 
Among the flower-enamelled trees, 

O'er the Prairies' seas of bloom as fair 
As gardens of Hesperides. 

My tiny wings should fan the gales, 
Perfumed by fair New England bowers, 

And I would drink, all summer long, 
The nectar of her sweetest flowers. 

And when the drear, cold autumn days 
Rob'd the glad earth of summer smiles, 

I would hie to those sunnier climes, 
The ever-blooming India isles. 

And I would taste the passing sweets 
The burning tropic's annual yield, 

Where Nature hath her garden wild, 
Her vast, luxuriant flowery field. 



Louis Taber's Poetry. 219 

And when winter's solemn tones, 

In those soft Southern skies were heard, 

Back to New England hills I'd fly, 
A careless, glad and happy bird. 

Forever free from all the toil 

And strife, and care, and grief of men ; 
The Hand Unseen, that guides me now, 
Would watch o'er and would feed me then. 



THE FOUNTAIN. 

Mf SPRING wells up by a mansion 

Like a fount in Paradise ; 
There drink the happy inmates 
Its cool and sweet supplies. 

A rill breaks sporting, leaping, 
Like a fawn uncaged and free, 

Or the sailor boy exulting, 
In his cradle on the sea ! 

A rivulet meanders, 

Through meadow, glade and glen, 
To a stream that winds in beauty, 

Round the happy homes of men. 
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The stream as bride of the river, 
Her own, his waves enfold ; 

As he sweeps in pride and grandeur, 
By cities o'er sands of old. 

Forever and ever onward, 

Rolling eternally, 
The river to the " Father of Waters," 

And the waters into the sea. 

The sea, with a tidal motion, 

And her snowy foam crests curled, 

Beating with the heart of the ocean, 
Whose arms embrace the world. 

The rill is a joyous infant, 

In its gladness, grace and glee : 

The rivulet, blissful childhood, 
With its hope and ecstacy. 

The stream o'er blown with odors 
From its flower-enamelled side, 

Is youth with its aspirations, 
And a wealth of soul untried. 

The river so peacefully swelling, 
O'er a world of want and strife, 

Is manhood nobly marching 
On the battle-field of life. 
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The waters, with empire treasures, 
And their wide and mighty sweep, 

Is age in its wisdom, bearing 
Down to the soundless deep. 

The deep, on whose boundless pages, 

God writes our mortal doom, 
Is the everlasting ages, 

In the world beyond the tomb ! 

Stream, rivulet, river, are emblems 

Of our lives of smiles and tears ; 
Resistless Time sweeps onward, 

Unto the eternal years. 

The tides are ever swelling, 

Or ebbing in the breast; 
Till we sink away in silence, 

To our Everlasting Rest : 

The rest where none are weary, 

And we strike the living lyre, 
In choral songs with the angels, 

On the Sea of Glass and Fire. 
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THE COMET. 

LYhLi hail! thou bright wanderer, ir radiant with light, 

^ A diamond em pearled with the gems of night ! 
Aye, thou wonderful form, after thousands of years, 
Returning to visit the light of our spheres ; 
With thy brilliant array, and thy streamers of gold. 
That we never again on this earth may behold : 
Passing planets and suns, thy glowing banners unfurled, 
With their meteor light to illumine the world ! 
But, with the effulgence of Vesper's sweet star, 
Thou sheddest thy beauty and glory afar : 
Or, the curtains of night by Aurora withdrawn, 
Thou flaraest on the forehead of morn's faint dawn. 

Oh, gladly for once, though in fanciful flight, 
Shall my spirit exult in thy beautiful light ; 
For its radiant beamings will number the hours 
Falling over fair Prairies bespangled with flowers; 
There warm hearts are beating wherever they roam, 
Like the exiles, still backward to country and home ; 
We are parted by distance, by death and by time, 
But affection survives in its earliest prime. 

Thou gem of the evening, in darkness may'st set, 
But never, no never, my heart can forget — 
Though wide we've wandered earth, as thou the sky, 
Our varied paths to seek and fates yet try — 
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Our Green Mountain home, shrine of childhood's deep 

love, 
And may we ever tend to centre, beyond, above. 
Oh, might I be borne on the wings of a dove ! 
I would fold my glad pinions those mountains between, 
In those valleys of beauty and forests of green ; 
Or scale those far heights, we trod proudly before, 
To rejoice and to wonder, exult and adore ! 



TO THE AERONAUT. 

]VWAY, away, like an eagle soar! 

Return when thy sunward flight is o'er, 
Away, and speed over hill and dale ; 
Thy song floats back on the joyous gale. 
With thee, I would leave this earth behind, 
Be wafted away on the wings of wind ; 
Over land and wave and through the sky, 
Where beautiful fields before thee lie. 
Thou floatest aloft with thy flag unfurled, 
Like an angel winged in that crystal world ; 
Away from the earth in thy pride and might, 
Thousands are watching thy heavenward flight. 
Sail on, sail on, for our hearts still swell 
With prayers that rose when thy wild strains fell ; 
Ethereal gales are fanning thy brow, 
In thy skyward path — Where art thou now? 



224 Selections of 

Thou me 1 test away in a fleecy cloud, 
Like a spirit wrapped in a misty shroud 
Away, away, like an eagle soar ! 
Return when thy sunward flight is o'er. 



THE MONUMENTAL TREE. 

[HERE stands a grove in ancient pride, 
Where oft the stranger's tread hath been ; 
And joyous youths, at evening tide, 
Are sporting on its carpet green. 

The student, too, hath sought its shade, 

To pay alone his votive vows ; 
Or there in lovely groups arrayed, 

Or rocking on the wind-bent boughs. 

How have we loved to linger there, 
And hear the wind's low serenade ! 

Its branches waving high in air, 
An aged Beech extends its shade. 

It towers, the Monumental Tree, 

To meet the gale or brave the storm ; 

Approach — the faint memorials see, 
Sculptured rudely on its form. 
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Those chronicles of many a name, 

Written in light beyond the tomb, 
I saw, as all who hither came ; 

I pass and leave successors room. 

Yes, thou thy native might hath kept, 

A living monument and fair ; 
Those unknown, in life, sadly wept, 

Are not, whose names are graven there. 

And thou wilt stand the shock of years, 
Flinging thy boughs to light of day, 

When those who feel of grief, of tears, 
The tides, have passed from earth away. 

I came, as all who hither came, 

I pass to leave successors room ; 
Those chronicles of many a name, 

In Light are read beyond the tomb. 



DEPARTURE. 

I FELT I could not see them grieve, 
Friends of my earliest, purest bliss ; 
And young, beloved, lamented leave 
So beautiful a world as this. 
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My spirit sometimes can rejoice, 
When dark affliction's billows roll ; 

My Saviour's gentle, |>eaceful voice, 
Has calmed the tumult of my soul. 

For sacred I have sought to keep 
The pearl of greater price than gold ; 

And numbered with His trusting sheep, 
Be gathered with His peaceful fold. 

For Jesus's light and Jesus's love 
The world may never, never know ; 

They wing the weary soul above, 
From out its prison house below. 

How often has it been my prayer, 
When broken in contrition down, 

The Christian's hope, his faith to share, 
And win his everlasting crown. 

And I had hoped that we might meet ; 

I would not, dare not, once complain ; 
For life's warm pulses, free may beat 

Within these languid limbs again. 

If deep, and pure, and fervent prayer 
Can reach the radiant throne of light ; 

For one, has thine ascended there, 
Not unavailing in His sight. 
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Thou wilt not, cannot all forget, 

Though resting in my silent grave, 
Or how, or where, or when we met, 

And friendship's eacred pledges gave. 



TO M. O. 

On the Death of his Wife. 

VI L L alone, like the dove mourning long for his mate, 
Thou lamentest the changes which mortals await : 
Scarce the circling seasons their cycle have run, 
Since your journey together coufiding begun. 
The faithful, devoted, thy choice and thy pride, 
Has the Bridegroom of souls taken home as a bride; 
And she is attired far more glorious and fair, 
In robes of His righteousness, ransomed ones wear. 
One sweet faded flower in loveliness born, 
Its petals have folded in life's opening morn, 
Leaving naught in this desolate garden of ours, 
But the fragrance that follows the death of the flowers. 

Though her fond, trusting heart, is pulseless and cold, 
Her jewels, the gift and the ringlet of gold, 
Mementoes remain, in perennial bloom, 
Of love and affection gone down to the tomb. 
A few precious moments, how sweetly they passed 
In communion, too pure and tender to last ; 
For the crown, which the ransomed of Jesus may wear, 
A few happy days didst thou help her prepare. 
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From this world and its sorrows triumphant she goes, 
Pointing thee to the star that o'er Bethlehem rose. 
Lone wandering, where often in happier hours, 
Together you saw Heaven's smile in the flowers, 
While, morning and evening and everywhere, 
As thy spirit ascends to Our Father in prayer, 
Her spirit seems gently and sweetly to say : 
" Come home, O my love ! from the earth come away ; 
Where our conflicts are over, our sufferings cease, 
To the home of the blessed, the mansions of peace ; 
To this world ever fair, and to bliss ever true, . 
To praising for prayer, to the song ever new." 



TO A YOUNG POET. 

NEAREST, standing on life's portal, 
A lovely form, a soul divine : 
Thou, beautiful and bright immortal ! 
Place thy trusting hand in mine. 

Thou art watching, waiting, longing, 
By time's restless, moaning sea ; 

With glorious visions ever thronging 
Of its Blissful Isles to thee. 

Who shall calm thy heart's commotion, 
Be thy guardian and thy guide, 

O'er the unfathomed, moaning ocean, 
Mysterious, limitless, untried. 
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Hope and trust, for toil or trial 

Elevates and purifies : 
Love and labor — self-denial, 

Wins the goal and gains the prize. 

Then be strong, thy God is o'er thee ; 

Truth shall be thy guiding star, 
Jesus lead thee, heaven's before thee, 

Where those blessed Islands are. 

Never may the glad evangel 

Break on thy enraptured ear, 
Until thou strikest thy harp, an angel, 

Entranced amid the eternal spheres ! 

Blessed in thy soul's expansion, 

Onward press, triumphant rise ! 
Thou wilt gain that glorious mansion, 

Within the gates of Paradise. 



DEATH OF HIS DAUGHTER. 

" My Saviour calls and I must go." 

W D I E U to earth ! I cannot wait ; 

Farewell ; ye dearest left below, 

We'll meet within the pearl-bright gate : 

" My Saviour calls and I must go." 
20 
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Go from this world of strife and care, 
Of sickness, sorrow, toil and pain ; 

Where the redeemed with angels are, 
Peace, love and joy forever reign. 

Go through the dark and shadowy road ; 

" My Saviour's smile will light my way " 
To the glorious city of our God, 

To triumph in eternal day. 

To join the dear departed throng, 

And walk with them that golden street ; 

Whose absence I have mourned thus long, 
Nor knew that we so soon should meet. 

I thank my Saviour for his care, 

My Guide, my Comforter and Friend ; 

He hears each earnest cry and prayer : 
" Oh grant me patience to the end." 

Beneath the locust bloom and shade, 
Shall be my last, long peaceful sleep — 

Come, sometimes, where my dust is laid ; 
" But I am happy, do not weep." 

Kemember, dearest, when I'm no more ; 
That I shall always ready stand, 
" To welcome you on further shore," 
In haste, to greet on distant strand ! 
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FOR ELIZABETH. 

I HE years went by — they were thine and mine: 
There was woven in life's ever mystical loom 
A delicate fabric, of texture divine ; 
A cherub in beauty immortal to bloom. 

The years sped by — the hurrying years ; 

I heard a sweet voice, and a fairy-like tread : 
A maiden, rejoicing — in transports — in tears, 

Embarked on life's ocean, in hope and in dread. 

The years stole by — the eventful years; 

A kindred immortal, that maiden, with pride, 
Pressed close to his heart, in her gladness and fears ; 

A trusting, a loving and beautiful bride. 

The years swept by — years of love and of care ; 

A mother was watching existence begun : 
A matron was kneeling, commending in prayer 

Her child to her God, through the Merciful One. 

The years marched by, with their sunshine and shade ; 

A Christian had walked where the righteous have trod : 
A sainted one died — and a mortal was laid 

In the tomb — an immortal ascended to God. 

The years go by, until fails e'en desire — 

We have been, and are ; but soon, no more to be : 

We live, love, rejoice ; we must suffer and expire ; 
Take our spirits, O, Father ! we give them to thee. 
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Where the years roll by — aye, the limitless years, 
And ransomed souls sing in empyrean above, 

The songs that are echoed, through infinite spheres ; 
Their glad hallelujahs ; the chorus of love ! 



TO THE YOUNG. 

j A C H day of faithful labor done, 
^** Rewards the great aspiring soul : 
Through patient toil and faith is won 
The crown, and reached the distant goal. 

O children of this happier day ! 

What fruitage will Spring's blossoms bear? 
Walk faithful in the narrow way, 

In answer to parental prayer. 

The standard of unchanging Right 
Uphold, your father's nobly bore, 

Through fiery trials, in His might, 
A dark and frowning world before. 

May you; by His guiding hand be led, 

Time's changing, wrestling journey through, 

Till, by the River of Life ye tread ; 
There will we wait to welcome you. 
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THE SISTERS' ADIEU TO THE BRIDE. 

^YDIEU, adieu; thou must not stay ; we give thee up 
to pass away 

From childhood's sweet and sunny bowers, a father's home, 
its fruits and flowers ; 

Where oft we talked of future years of bliss, and mingled 
smiles and tears. 

Oh, shall we, can we be forgot! Couldst thou think we 
loved thee not? 

Could other half so faithful prove, or love thee with a sis- 
ter's love? 

And who thy changeful life may bless, with all a mother's 
tenderness ? 

She watched thee in thy helpless years, she poured for 
thee her prayers, her tears ; 

While sweet instruction gently fell, from her who loved 
thee long and well. 

While home's bright altar fires still burn, will not a broth- 
er's spirit turn 

To Mary's, in some favored spot, where God may smile, 
though we are not. 

Will not our prayers for thee outspread, call blessings 
down upon thy head? 

Joy sits, fair bride, upon thy brow, will it be ever thus, 
when thou 

Shalt wake from pleasing dreams of sleep, to think of 

friends and home, and weep ! 

20* 
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Yes, thou hast given thy heart to one, pledged to thy 
happiness alone. 

Oh, if that trusted one should be, unfaithful or unkind to 
thee, 

Rest in the promise God hath given ; thou hast no other 
hope than heaven. 

His blessings fall, through life on you ; go, sister, with our 
love; adieu. 

Should grief invade or death assail, through life's mys- 
terious shadowy vale, 

May one prove changeless, trustful, true ; go, sister, go, a 
long adieu. 



THE GRAVE OF ELIZABETH MARGARET 

CHANDLER, 

I WAS a beautiful day in this bright world of ours, 
When warm summer sunlight played over the flow- 
ers, 
That I wandered away from the turmoil of men, 
Where the feet of the mourners in sadness had been. 

A sacred enclosure was guarding the sod, 
Green over the dust, whose blest spirit with God, 
We will hope is reposing, forever to share 
The bliss of the tried and faithful ones there. 
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No marble's proud sculpture is over thy tomb, 
But the rose has been planted where wild flowers bloom ; 
While affection turns often to drop the warm tear 
O'er the earthly remains of thy genius here. 

Far away from home, though thy resting-place be, 
Yet the tomb of a monarch were nothing to thee : 
And Ethiopia's sons, to the place of thy rest, 
Will gather, to number thy soul with the blest. 

As a token of love, for thy goodness, I save 
The gathered wild flowers that grew o'er thy grave : 
Fresh garlands of roses, the seasons will bring ; 
And the birds of the forest thy requiem sing. 



TO MY MOTHER. 

I HOU hast gone to the home of the blest, 
And left thy household band ; 
We are coming; Love, to meet thee 
Away in the spirit land. 

We remember all thy kindness, 

Thy watchfulness and care ; 
And heaven's own blessings numberless, 

In answer to thy prayer. 
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And how thy holy precepts, 
With heavenly sweetness fell, 

When pleading for thy Saviour, 
Thou loved and served so well. 

And all thy patient suffering, 
Until the Bridegroom's voice 

Called home thy waiting spirit, 
With angels to rejoice. 

We watched with filial sadness, 
Around thy suffering bed ; 

But now the tears of gladness 
And gratitude we shed. 

Oh, life-consuming anguish, 
Was thine, our earliest love ! 

Thou hast radiant robes of glory 
With the beautiful above. 

Thou art now our angel mother, 
With thy harp on the glassy sea ; 

Mid the Redeemed hosts no other 
Would we exchange for thee. 

And we, thy sorrowing children, 

Over thy sainted rest, 
Pray for thy strong endurance ; 

To be with thee as blest. 
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Thou hast gone to the home of the blessed, 

Before thy household band ; 
We are coming all to meet thee, 

Our Love, in the spirit land. 



DEVOTIONAL MUSINGS. 

I I H , Sympathy, Celestial maid ! 

What were this life without thy aid, 

But one dark scene of woe! 
Thou callest up hours, and days, and years, 
Unlocks't the fountains of our tears, 

O'er memories long ago. 

How oft there came, when all around 
Was still, a sweet and holy sound, 

With warning voice to me ! 
" Oh, leave them all, they are but dross ! 
Bend meekly to thy Saviour's cross, 

I have ' some better thing ' for thee." 

Then have I bowed my head, and wept, 
In covenant which was not kept ; 

For oh ! my heart, how frail ! 
Yet, still was often breathed a prayer, 
At last, this blessed gift to share, 

E'er love and life, in death should fail. 



r*C 



Affliction's hand was «>n me laid. 

This beauteous earth was clothed in shade. 

Heard I that gentle voice ; 
"Come from the world, my child away, 
Thine be the glorious Gospel day, 

In thy Father's love ^ejoice/ , 

Then lowly at the Saviour's feet, 
Like Mary's, was my humble seat ; 

There lay each earthly crown. 
He was my only hope and trust — 
Sadly I saw them, to the dust, 

The loved and beautiful, go down. 

I knelt before the God of Heaven 
And asked, once more, to be forgiven, 

Nor wished His hand to spare ; 
Till, with His suffering band enrolled, 
And gathered to His peaceful fold ; 

His cross to love and bear. 

No friendship can the spirit bind, 
Strong as that fellowship we find 

In the Father and the Son ; 
No prayer have men or angels known, 
Like this to reach the Father's throne : 

" Thy will, O, God, be done." 

As sadness o'er the spirit steals, 

How sweet, when once it knows and feels 
The strength of faith and prayer, 
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Breathed from the hearts of those we love, 
For us, with His, who, throned above, 
Is interceding there. 

Great Father ! yet once more, accept 
Thy children who have erred, nor kept 

Their covenant with Thee ! 
Our strength and hope are from above ; 
Be ours to suffer, serve and love, 

And Thine the honor, glory, be. 



ADORATIOX. 

J HE morning rose high through its mists that attended, 
And earth was the symbol of Eden above ; 
On the winds' balmy pinions nature's incense ascended, 
And my spirit enraptured, sang praises to His love. 

The beautiful landscape spoke forth its Creator, 

And flowers awoke at sol's orient ray ; 
Earth decked herself out in the bridal of nature, 

For winter had passed with his fetters away. 

The still shaded river, the towering mountain, 
The sun coming up from the far-sounding sea ; 

The rippling rill, or the bubbling fountain, 

And the dashing of ocean have beauties for me. 
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While thus I beheld, an emotion supernal 
Stole over ray heart, which, contritedly there, 

Was bowed down to earth, and, before the eternal, 
Rose hopefully, humbly, and fervent my prayer: 

That, rejoicing, I might with earth's loved ones gather, 
Safe into Thy fold, where Thy lambs are all fed ; 

Surely mercy and goodness, thou Eternal Father, 
Shall follow me, while in Thy courts I shall tread. 

* 

Can I cease to bow down at Thy footstool ? No, never : 
By Thy light and Thy truth, I am made truly free ; 

And with Thy Redeemed, I will now and forever, 
Give honor, dominion and glory to Thee. 



WATCHING WITH THE DEAD. 

pi O W awful to stand round the bed of the dying, 

While severs the cords that bound us in love; 
To hear the deep wail ; bereaved kindred sighing, 
And know that a soul speeds in triumph above! 

How solemn the hour, when our lone vigils keeping, 
O'er the slumber of one who is hasting to decay ; 

In silence, in sadness, while mortals are sleeping, 
And torches are dim with a tremulous ray. 
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While over the couch, we in sadness are bending, 
We think of deeds the hands in kindness have done ; 

And, from hearts wrung with grief, prayers above are 
ascending, 
That God would look down on the afflicted one. 

I touch thy pale form, but it will not awake thee, 
I speak — thou art silent — alas, thou hast died ! 

Ah! why should those who so loved thee, forsake thee; 
Why do we in sorrow watch here by thy side? 

Assured the mercy of Heaven will gather 

Thy soul to be clothed with the immortal powers : 

Oh, lead us resigned, through life's trials, Great Father ! 
The Christian's best hope, and calm exit, be ours. 



REFLECTIONS. 

IALM was the midnight hour, and softly shone 

The stars around the moon's resplendent throne, 

When I arose, not to invoke the Nine 

To bless their suppliant with a voice Divine ; 

But, pleased to look through nature's works abroad, 

And see in them the impress of a God, 

Whose ruling voice bade, out of chaos rise 

Millions of worlds, that teem the boundless skies; 
21 
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On whose fair orb, philosophy may tell 

Unnumbered hosts of happy spirits dwell ; 

Unknowing fear, where joys perpetual reign, 

Unknown by sin, or grief, or care or pain ; 

Death reigns not there, where its pure tenants dwell, 

Blest as man on earth, in Eden ere he fell. 

And lo ! how bursts upon my wondering sight, 

A flow of glory from their urns of light! 

Oh, by what power these, like our orb of day, 

Burn ud consumed, by whose eternal sway 

Right onward roll, unchanged, perpetual driven 

Through boundless space, circling the depths of heaven ; 

Wheeling unshaken, through its ethereal void, 

Self-balanced, undestroying, undestroyed. 

Who hurls the comet in his flaming car, 

Beyond the reach of thought ? mysterious star ! 

That speeds like lightning's fiery wing its course, 

Then turning seeks its centre and its source ; 

Replenished thence, shoots through the starry dome, 

And finds, mid other worlds, its distant home ! 

Worlds, systems, suns in heaven's mysterious plan, 

The happy homes of angels as of man. 

An answer comes, the mighty Ruling Mind, 

Perfection, changeless, viewless, unconfined, 

Formed and sustains each vast stupendous ball, 

The Maker, Monarch, Cause and end of all. 
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INTERCESSION. 

f HRIST, my all, Thou art my leader, 
^*"~ I resign myself to Thee ; 
My hope, Redeemer, Interceder, 
Break my bonds and set me free. 

The world is false, vain and deceiving, 
Sending scorn and hurling shame ; 

Strengthen, Lord, my unbelieving, 
Never to deny Thy name. 

My covenant, once more before Thee, 

Let Thy lowly child renew ; 
Shed Thy light, mid darkness, o'er me, 

Lead me life's dim pathway through. 

Down at Thy feet my crown I'm laying ; 

Oh, let Thy furnace purify ; 
For grace and mercy ceaseless praying, 

That I may be prepared to die. 

Lord, here am I, pleading no merit ; 

Thou art my righteousness alone : 
From the recesses of my spirit, 

May it rise before Thy throne. 

One of Thy flock, oh, wilt Thou gather, 
With Thy faithful, weeping few : 

Come, come, " ye blessed of my Father, 
Angels wait to welcome you. 



>> 
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TO L 



[HIS morning brings again to thee, 
The day of thy nativity. 
How thankest thou the God of earth, 
Who gave thy soul immortal worth? 
Thou art to know, by faith and sight, 
The glories of the realms of light : 
But know, each transient natal day 
Steals one short year of life away ; 
Thou knowest not e'en that will be 
Granted, another such to thee. 
Blest as thou hast been, mayest thou be, 
In friendship's purest sympathy. 
Oh, may thy deep devotion rise, 
And faith still centre in the skies ; 
Where falls no tear and breathes no sigh, 
We live, and love, and never die. 



JAMES TABER. 

The Brother who Died in Youth. 

\Al E E P, kindred mourners, for his fate no more ; 
He lives — he reigns — clad glorious ; for, o'er 
His angel spirit, hung no cumbering clay 
To clog his flight, or check his heavenward way. 
His Father called, he heard and sprang to light 
Immortal, holy, pure and infinite ! 
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And but for death's dark chambers, ye would rise, 
Soaring with him, exulting to the skies. 
No longer mourn, Heaven owned the afflicted child ; 
Still in the arms of death he lay, and smiled. 
Hope beams athwart your path a cheering ray ; 
Shoots through the darkened mind a beam of day. 

Faith lifts the soul above the world's alloy, 
And gives an earnest of immortal joy. 
Mourn not the rending pangs his mortal felt, 
For which before the Father's throne ye knelt, 
And knew, while humbly interceding there, 
A holy stillness, an accepted prayer. 
Men measure suffering by life's transient day, 
But, with eternity, celestials weigh ; 
Freed from pain, his reward he reaps ; unfurled 
Are now the glories of a better world. 
Sweet resignation, breathes a tender voice, 
We mourn thy dust, but with thy soul rejoice ; 
Thou'rt dead — but livest triumphant over time, 
In youthful vigor and eternal prime. 

Faint, through the gloom, midnight torches were gleam- 
ing, 
Dim, and mournfully, heaven's stars were all beaming, 
When his spirit ascended from reason's dark dreaming, 
The light and the glories of heaven to view. 
The loved stood around him, and o'er, to relieve ; 
21* 
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In vain all their tears, for death will ne'er reprieve ; 
Yet angels descended, in their pinions receive, 
And wafted him, immortal, enraptured above, 
To his God, and our Father — the Fountain of love. 



ODE TO FRIENDSHIP. 

I 1 H, Friendship! where is thy domain, 

And where thy fair angelic train ? 
Thy wonder-footsteps may I see, 
And dedicate my heart to thee. 
Where dwells thy heaven-born presence fair, 
Where shall I find thee, tell me where ? 
Not mid the rude and bustling throng, 
Nor in the poet's sylvan song, 
Companion of the monarch's throne, 
Or, solitary and alone, 
In some secluded far off dell ! 
Aye, dost thou love through life to dwell 
Where but the eremite may see 
And hold communion sweet with thee ? 
Fair (laughter of the skies ! appear, 
For willingly I wait to hear ; 
And who but kindred hearts may tell, 
The joy of souls congenial ? 
In joy we meet, in grief we part, 
Thou op'st the fountains of the heart ; 
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We trace thy origin above, 

And find thee in the hearts we love. 

For thee we live, for thee we sigh, 

For thee we hope, and dare to die ; 

Thus let me live,, and let me love, 

On earth below, in heaven above. 

In time, and through eternity, 

Oh, Friendship ! may I be blest with thee. 



MY FATHER'S HOUSEHOLD. 

I I H, how ! by time's ceaseles changes driven, 

Our household hath been widely riven ; 
From looming shadows, by Green Mountains cast, 
To Texan plain, swept by arid blast : 
But, howsoe'er scattered wide and far, 
To home of youth, as seaman to polar star, 
We turn, and guide our barques athwart the wave, 
By light which erst that hearth stone counsel gave. 
Two sisters alone, of our earliest love, 
Still dwell by the shades of our dear Maple Grove, 
With their consorts, gathered in silence so deep, 
Still worship near where our parents sleep ; 
While some of our own near household band 
Are awav in the beautiful Prairie land. 
Yet, wheresoe'er our varied homes may be, 
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In hours of musing mood, we often can see 
The forms which passed, anon from earth away, 
And 'mongst their lowly couches dreamful stray. 

Our father, long watching 

That mystical shore, 
Has passed its dark waters 

Complacently o'er. 

We sorrowing, trace his footsteps, 
Ere that blessed goal was gained, 

By trees his hand hath planted, 
And vines he hath trained. 

And there a little lad, 

Once sported with the aged ; 

As before him opened 

Blank book of life, unpaged. 

By those vines, hand in hand, 
They strayed the hours away ; 

One gazing on sunset light ; 
One noting break of day. 

And rose our sister's joy, 
While watching by our sire, 

She scanned her son's deep thought ; 
His life's ardent desire : 
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Who in strength of manhood, 

The classic lore had tried ; 
Fell, weary among strangers, 

Sleeps by his grandsire's side. 

Thus, across that threshold, 

Their souls 'bove realms of doubt ; 

The biers of youth and age, 
With silent lines moved out. 

We mourn for thee, our nephew, 

Not knowing if 'twere be3t, 
In the glory of life's morning. 

Forever laid to rest. 

As children in oarless boat 

Drift downward helplessly, 
So, on tides of time we float 

Into the Eternal Sea. 

There where, weary, desolate, 

The mourners oft have been ; 
The lowly grave of our mother, 

Is mantled in green. 

We see her stand no longer, 

The faithful, true and tried ; 
Her gentle accents pleading 

For Him, the Crucified. 
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And over their still bosoms, 
Sprung violets long ago ; 

In solemn days of winter, 
Softly is sifted the snow. . 

Aye, there our dearest brother's 
Dust, beside her grave lies ; 

With loved mother, his spirit 
Walks fields of Paradise. 

Sweeping tempestuous seas, 
In frail barques still amain ; 

To us, naught, save that port 
Of bliss, by faith to gain. 



COMPOSED IN THE NIGHT. 

J LOVE, when deep midnight, o'er nature is stooping, 
And silence reigns mute, through the earth and the sky, 

To wake and to know that while mortals are sleeping, 
There's One watching above — a warder ever nigh. 

How oft have I risen from my couch when slumber 
Was broken, to see the moon beaming afar; 

And heaven's fair train, which no mortal can number 
Or name, as I watched the zenith gleaming star. 
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Then, too, recollection was busy revealing 

My deeds of forgetful ness, time misemployed : 
And calling up penitent, sorrowful feeling, 
- Which prompted my heart to ask mercy of God. 

And how would forgiveness close over my sorrow : 
There is grace for the sinful, they need not despair ; 

And I'have resolved, when I woke on the morrow, 
To walk with new hope and to watch unto prayer. 

All, all, that a finite can fathom in nature, 

The wheeling of spheres as their paths they explore, 

By heart contrite, is lost in their glorious Creator; 
In deep silence then praise, aye ! praise and adore ! 



II W 



))HE could with Christ's afflicted sheep, well share, 
^^ In spirit fervent, fervent too in prayer, 
That Zion glorious with new beams might shine 
In pristine beauty with a light Divine, 
And when that parent blessed the world no more, 
The daughter all her mother's sweetness bore. 
Mysterious darkness shades Omniscient's way, 
But hope can shed her ever genial ray ; 
Think not the Almighty works without a plan ; 
God better knew what is the best for man. 
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We wait the good of what we evil call, 

God works His glory, and the peace of all. 

May holy faith, fair daughter of the skies, 

Illume our way, and wisdom make us wise : 

Religion pure, with joy, our hearts inspire, 

And burn devotion with her hallowed fire. 

To man was prayer in boundless mercy given, 

His safe, his only messenger to heaven. 

How blessed that it, in this wide world of care, 

Can give our spirits an entrance there ! 

Where friends shall meet, on earth's past scenes to dwell, 

And harps of heaven harmoniously swell. 



TO A YOUNG HUSBAND. 

q\Y chance a pilgrim, man was never thrown 
•^ On earth to wander and to mourn alone ; 
A faithful friend has bounteous heaven supplied, 
With us life's joys and sorrows to divide : 
May she thine own, through life's rough pathway prove, 
Worthy of thee and worthy of thy love ; 
And may thy heart as faithfully return, 
A gift as pure to friendship's golden urn ; 
That each may smile, or each together sigh, 
And live to God and learn at last to die. 

A few more smiles, a few more burning tears, 
A few more dark and swiftly fleeting years, 
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A few more scenes of trial and of care, 
Of pain or anguish, our destined part to share ; 
A few more meetings, a few partings more, 
And last, great earthly conflict will be o'er. 
Be patient, then, this path the saints have trod, 
For whom remained a rest with redeemed of God. 



A TEAR. 



tV TEAR the index mute of soul fraught with feeling, 
^* Sensibilities deep, sacred founts o'er flowing; 

The cordial of hearts, through life's solitude stealing ; 
To simplicity loveliness, to falsehood a foe. 

Against the arts of wily craft, its shield defending ; 

A liquid balm to soothe the spirit oppressed : 
The child's filial affection, the parent attending ; 

Age's blessing devout, to youth's fondness adressed. 

The communion of spirits, love's token to heighten ; 

The angel of peace, sorrow's flood to control ; 
It is sympathy's dew sorrow's flowers to brighten, 

And yields sweet calm to the lone, wandering soul. 

\Lf %1* vL* %L# %1* %1* 

*X* *^ «*f* *y» ^^ ^^ 

A tear is the gushing of sacred emotion, 

When its crystalline index beams soft in the eye ; 

The offering of hearts at the hour of devotion 

When penitent sorrow unburthens a sigh. 
22 
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Oh, how, when addressed by the voices of strangers, 
Have we wandered alone in misfortune's dark years, 

Amid sorrows and trials, and toils and dangers; 
Like the publican prayed to our Father in tears. 

When those we most love in this world are false-hearted, 
And the sun-beams of hope by dark clouds are oppressed ; 

When the last, best cherish'd objects of life have departed, 
A tear is the balm of the sorrowing breast. 

Talk not of its lustre on beauty's cheek glowing, 
Tell not of its charms when the deceitful smile ; 

But give me its worth, its blest tribute bestowing, 

As friendship's warm heart blends with pity the while. 

If our friends have gone down to death's chamber in sadness, 

And sorrow unlocks her dark treasures of grief; 
If sickness sits pale. on the gay cheek of gladness, 
' Then the bursting of tears yields a sacred relief. 

Take the social endearments of home and its pleasures ; 

Take all for which life is worth living for here ; 
Deprive me of friendships, of possessions, of treasures, 

Leave this last consolation of grief — a tear. 
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THE VOYAGERS. 

/\ LOWLY, surely, o'er the ocean drifting, 
*^ Drifting with the deep and silent tide ; 
Beautiful and buoyant barks are shifting, 
Undulating, swaying, side by side, 
With sails unfurled, while few at anchor ride. 

Glad, yearning hearts are ever warmly beating 
With the pulse of the soundless sea ; 

While some are parting, others eager meeting, 
For their far voyage, their untried destiny : 
The strange mysterious endless life to be. 

Unseen rocks, the days of some may number, 
And some be stranded on an unknown shore : 

While some go down unfathomed depths to slumber 
Till earth, and seas, and time, shall be no more, 
And all that is or was of mortal strife is o'er. 

Who shall be first, upon the tossing billow, 
To cast the weight they may no longer bear? 

Who last to sleep upon its gentle pillow, 
As drops the anchor in that haven fair; 
Where God's great city with his angels are. 

Oh ! where are those with whom we gladly started 
With sails all set, to catch the favoring breeze ? 

How soon, alas! by tempests to be parted, 

And driven alone, through dark and stormy seas, 
Or past bright isles like fair Hesperides. 
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Though there have sunken, who have nobly striven, 
Dearest treasures that perished in a foreign zone ; 

Others to us, as companions are given; 

We sail not now those storm-wrought wastes alone ; 
The beloved and loving we can call our own. 

Yet, all alike must sink away to slumber, 
Until aroused by the arch-angel's tread, 

Whose voice will wake countless hosts in number, 
And bid the solemn sea " give up its dead ;" 
With those erst slumbering in their early bed. 

"Give up its dead," and calm its wild commotion ; 
Return to forms of comos yet to be — 

Hushed the far deep mysterious wail of ocean, — 
Forever still, " There shall be no more sea." 
Naught left of all, but thine, O, Lord and Thee ! 

Still trusting, waiting, in His own confiding, 
Who knoweth all, and what for us is best ; 

Our Heavenly Pilot, with His own abiding, 
Guides to the haven of Eternal Rest : 
We shall behold Him in his likeness with the blest. 
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SIX THOUSAND YEARS. 

/a I X thousand years, six thousand years, 
^^ Of trial, tumult, toil and tears, 
Of sorrow, anguish, blood and strife, 
Of life in death, and death in life; 
A wave upon the soundless sea, 
A breaking foam in Eternity. 
With dark oblivion's ceaseless flow, 
Thus ages come and ages go, 
And darkness seems as erst to sit, 
Upon the formless infinite. 

Six thousand years, six thousand years, 
Of prison groans, and martyr's tears. 
Of slavery's crimes in barbarous lands, 
On fertile plains, o'er burning sands ; 
Of god-like deeds, of fiend-like stains, 
Of freeman's rule, of despot's reigns, 
Of kingdoms, empires, rise and fall ; • 
'Till desolation broods o'er all, 
These fossil ages of the past, 
Whose crimes could not forever last. 
One of God's mysterious, living spheres, 
What are to Him six thousand years! 

Six thousand years, six thousand years, 

Of mental anguish, hopes and fears, 
22* 
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Of earthquake, famine, flood and fire, 

Exultant flame, or funeral pyre ! 

Out of the chaos of the past, 

Springs freedom, science, truth, at last. 

Thought, flashed like light, from pole to pole, 

Spreads joy, love, peace. — To the control 

Of mind is matter bound — God's will 

O'er ruling all, shall surely fulfil 

Man's greater, nobler destiny, 

Through coming centuries to be. 

Six thousand years, six thousand years, 
The rushing on of changing spheres ; 
The. Infinite's unending plan, 
God's glorious impress, finite man : 
Finite in mortal, ken and might, 
In progress, endless, infinite ; 
An angel, veiled in shadow here, 
Unveiled, to shine in another sphere, 
A sun to burn with quenchless fire, 
'Till worlds, and suns, and stars expire. 



TO A FRIEND'S CHILD. 

I WOULD not stain this spotless page 
With one fond wish or hope of mine, 
Were not life our joint heritage, 
It has been mine, and will be thine. 



Louis Taber's Poetry. 259 

Apart from all — yet not apart 

From one who is more than all to thee ; 
I know, dear child, a stranger's heart ; 
The loneliness, to bear — to be. 

And while thou would not, could not change 

Thy present days for years gone by, 
Thought, back to girlhood days will range, 

To mother's love, sweet lullaby. 

Joined to a pure and noble heart, 

Worthy of thine, and worthy thee ; 
Your lives will run no more apart, 

Together to the Eternal Sea. 

Still beams His light, His love Divine, 
Along your checkered, shadowy way ; 

Be blessings here, on thee and thine, 
'Till yours is an Eternal Day. 



TO MY BROTHERS AND SISTERS. 

iVl Y three score years are over, and I've had my share 
^ Of suffering, of trial, have learned to do and bear 
My share of joy, of sorrow, in the mingled cup of life; 
Yet not of time aweary, only of sin and strife. 
If we no more can labor, we still can love and wait, 
'Till all His will upon ns, He here shall consummate; 
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And know that our salvation is nearer, more secure, 
Still praying for His patience to suffer and endure. 
We would be pure and holy, before our Lord to stand, 
Through life, o'er death to triumph, and gain that better 
land. • 

Though all His waves and billows have darkly swept 

o'er me, 
My peace flows as a river, that rolls into the sea ; 
And often, very often, when stilled this world's alarms, 
I feel He throws around me His everlasting arms. 
His all-sustaining hand is beneath us to uphold, 
To keep us safely gathered within His peaceful fold ; 
And keep securely anchored, in faith our hopes above, 
Deep centred in the Ocean of everlasting Love. 

As in the fiery furnace, the gold is ever tried, 

By crosses and afflictions, so are we purified. 

Aye! Christ hath forgiven me, for lo! all my sins He bore, 

For which I wish to love Him and praise Him evermore: 

Know Jesus hath forgiven you, for He forgiveth all, 

Who trust Him, love Him, serve Him and on His mercy 

fall; 
And we are His dear children, together heirs with Him, 
Who dwells in light and glory amid the Seraphim. 

This world is bright and beautiful — If fair His works we 

•Sty", 

What must the unseen splendor of heavenly mansions be? 
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The stars are pure and glorious, and when I look at them 
I see the bright and morning star, the Star of Bethlehem : 
In that Celestial City, clear shining from afar, 
Beyond the light of moon or sun, the One Eternal Star. 

Though long we mourn the absent ones, gone peacefully 

before, 
They are waiting to receive us " upon the further shore." 
In childhood reared together, by those who being gave: 
In manhood widely sundered, where each must find a 

grave. 
As, one by one, we slumbered upon our mother's breast, 
We shall, one by one, be gathered where " the weary are 

at rest." 
Though oft we've met and parted, we part to meet no 

more; 
We go from the dear ones living, to those who've gone 

before ; 
Communion here in spirit, through Jesus, ours shall be, 
And, endless, sweet communion, where there is " no more 

sea." 

Oh, Brothers, Sisters ! greet me, if in this world ye may, 
Oh, Brothers, Sisters ! meet me if I am called away — 
Wearing crowns of beauty, amid the ransomed choir, 
Harping with the harpers on the " Sea of glass and Fire ; " 
Walking in white together, in the presence of "I Am," 
Singing the song of Moses, His servant, and the Lamb, 
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MINE. 

To His Wife. 

JVKy, that .nore than love of „ne 

Which, in other years its sweetness bore, 
Be ever with thee to end of time — 
I'm drifting to that distant shore. 

Safe to our Holy Father's care, 

My spirit now doth thine commend : 

For us, my fervent heartfelt prayer, 
Up to His glorious throne ascends. 

Thy spirit, when lone on widow's path, 

And I, afar in celestial clime, 
Will turn to me as erst it hath — 

The grave between, still thou art mine. 
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